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ACT I. 


SCENE, Vienna. 


SCENE I. 


An Apartment in the Duxr’s Palace. 


Enter Duke, Escauus, Lords, and Attendants. 


Duke, 
Escal. 
Duke. 


Escalus! 
My lord. 
Of government the properties to unfold, 


Would seem in me t’ affect speech and discourse; 
Since Iam put to know, that your own science 
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice 

My strength can give you: then, no more remains, 
But that, to your sufficiency, as your worth is able, 
And let them work. The nature of our people, 


rr. 
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Our city’s institutions, and the terms 
For common justice, y’ are as pregnant in 
As art and practice hath enriched any 
That we remember. There is our commission, | 
From which we would not have you warp. — Call hither, 
Isay, bid come before us Angelo. — [Exit an Attendant. 
What figure of us think you he will bear? 
For, you must know, we have with special soul 
Elected him our absence to supply, 
Lent him our terror, drest him with our love, 
And given his deputation all the organs 
Of our own power. What think you of it? 
Escai. If any in Vienna be of worth 
To undergo such ample grace and honour, 
It is lord Angelo. 


Enter ANGELO. 
Duke. Look, where he comes. 
Ang. Always obedient to your grace’s will, 
I come to know your pleasure. 
Duke. Angelo, 
There is a kind of character in thy life, 
That, to th’ observer, doth thy history 
Fully unfold. Thyself and thy belongings 
Are not thine own so proper, as to waste 
Thyself upon thy virtues, them on thee. 
Heaven doth with us, as we with torches do, 
Not light them for themselves; for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, ’twere all alike 
As ifwe had them not. Spirits are not finely touch’d, 
But to fine issues; nor nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence, 
But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 
Herself the glory of a creditor, 
Both thanks and use. But Ido bend my speech 
To one that can my partin him advertise: 
Hold, therefore, Angelo: 
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In our remove, be thou at full ourself; 
Mortality and mercy in Vienna 

Live in thy tongue and heart. Old Escalus, 
Though first in question, is thy secondary: 
Take thy commission. 


Ang’. Now, good my lord, 
Let there be some more test made of my metal, 
Before so noble and so great a figure 
Be stamp’d upon it. 


Duke. No more evasion: 
We have with a Jeaven’d and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you; therefore take your honours. 
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition, 
That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestion’d 
Matters of needful value. We shall write to you, 
As time and our concernings shall importune, 
How it goes with us; and do Jook to know 
What doth befall youhere. So, fare you well: 
To the hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of your commissions. 

Ang. Yet, give leave, my lord, 
That we may bring you something on the way. 


Duke. My haste may not admit it; 
Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 
With any scruple: your scope is as mine own, 
So to enforce, or qualify the laws 
As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand. 
1’ll privily away: I love the people, 
But do not like to. stage me to their eyes. 
Though it do well, Ido not relish well 
Their loud applause, and aves yehement, 
Nor do I think the man of safe discretion, 
That does affect it. Once more, fare you well. 


Ang. The heavens give safety to your purposes! 
Escal. Lead forth, and bring you back in happiness! 


Duke. thank you. Fare you well. 


[E.xie, 
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Escal. shall desire you, Sir, to give me leave 
To have free speech with you; and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place: 
A powerI have, but of what strength and nature 
Tam not yet instructed. 

Ang. ’Tissowithme. Let us withdraw together, 
And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 


Escal. I'll wait upon your honour. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
A Street. 


Enter Lucio and two Gentlemen. 


Lucio. If the duke, with the other dukes » come not to com- 
position with the king of Hungary, why then, all the dukes fall 
upon the king. 

4 Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but not the king of 
Hungary’s! 

2 Gent. Amen. 

Lucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimonious pirate, that 
went to sea with the ten commandments, but scraped one out of 
the table. 

2 Gent. Thou shalt not steal? 

Lucio. Ay, that he razed. 

1 Gent. ‘Why? ’T was a commandment to command the cap- 
tain and all the rest from their functions: they put forth to steal. 
There ’s not a soldier of us all, that, in the thanksgiving before 
meat, doth relish the petition well that prays for peace. 

2 Gent. never heard any soldier dislike it. 

Lucio. I believe thee; for, I think, thou never wast where 
grace was Said. 

2 Gent. No? a dozen times at least. 

1 Gent. What, in metre? 

Lucio. Yn any proportion, orin any language, 

A Gent, think, or in any religion. 
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Lucio. Ay; why not? Grace is grace, despite of all contro- 
versy: as for example; thou thyself art a wicked villain, despite 
of all grace. 

1 Gent. Well, there went but a pair of sheers between us. 

Lucio. Igrant; as,there may between the lists and the velvet : 
thou art the list. 

1 Gent. And thou the velvet: thou art good velyet: thou art 
a three-pil’d piece, I warrant thee. I had as lief be a list of an 
English kersey, as be pil’d, as thou art pil’d, for a French 
velvet. DoIspeak feelingly now? 

Lucio. I think thou dost; and, indeed, with most painful 
feeling of thy speech: I will, out of thine own confession, learn 
to begin thy health; but, whilst I live, forget to drink after thee. 

1 Gent. Ithink, Ihave done myself wrong, have I not? 

2 Gent. Yes, that thou hast, whether thou art tainted, or free. 

Lucio. Behold, behold, where madam Mitigation comes! 


1 Gent. I have purchased as many diseases under her roof, 
as come to — 


2 Gent. To what, I pray? 

Lucio. Judge. 

® Gent. To three thousand dollars a-year. 

‘1 Gent. Ay, and more. 

Lucio. A French crown more, 

2 Gent. Thou art always figuring diseases in me; but thou 
art full of error: Iam sound. 

Lucto. Nay, not as one would say, healthy; but so sound as 
things that are hollow: thy bones are hollow; impiety has made a 
feast of thee. 

Enter Bawd. 

1 Gent. How now? Which of your hips has the most pro- 
found sciatica? 

Bawd. Well, well; there’s one yonder arrested, and car- 
ried to prison, was worth five thousand of you all. 

2 Gent. Who’s that, I pray thee? 

Bawd. Marry, Sir, that ’s Claudio; signior Claudio. 

1 Gent. Claudio to prison! ’t is not so. 

Bawd. Nay, but I know, ’t is so: Isaw him arrested; saw 
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him carried away; and, which is more, within these three days 
his head to be chopped off. 

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not have it so. 
Art thou sure of this? 

Bawd. 1am too sure of it; and it is for getting madam Ju- 
lietta with child. 

Lucio. Believe me, this may be: he promised to meet me 
two hours since, and he was ever precise in promise-keeping. 

2Gent. Besides, you know, it draws something near to the 
speech we had to such a purpose. 

i Gent. But most ofall, agreeing with the proclamation. 

Lucio. Away: let’s go learn the truth of it. 

[Exeunt Lucio and Gentlemen. 

Bawd. Thus, what with the war, what with the sweat, what 
with the gallows, and what with poverty, I am custom-shrunk. 
How now? what’s the news with you? 


Enter Clown. 


Clo. Yonder man is carried to prison. 

Bawd. Well: what has he done? 

Clo. A woman. 

Bawd. But what’s his offence? 

Clo. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river. 

Bawd. What, is there a maid with child by him? 

Clo. No; but there ’s a woman with maid by him. You have 
not heard of the proclamation, haye you? 

Bawd. What proclamation, man? 

Cio. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must he pluck’d 
down. 

Bawd. And what shall become of those in the city ?: 

Clo. They shall stand for seed: they had gone down too, but 
that a wise burgher put in for them. 

Gawd. But shall all our houses of resort in the suburbs be 
pull’d down? 

Clo. Tothe ground, mistress. 

Bawd. Why, here’s a change, indeed, in the common- 
wealth! What shall become of me? 
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Clo.. Come; fear not you: good counsellors lack no clients: 
though you change your place, you need not change your trade; 
I ’li be your tapster still. Courage! there will be pity taken on 
you; you that have worn your eyes almost out in the service: you 
will be considered. 

Bawd, What’s to do here, Thomas Tapster? Let’s withdraw. 

_ Clo. Here comes signior Claudio, led by the provost to pri- 
son; and there ’s madam Juliet. [Eaxeunt. 


SCENE III. 
The Same. 


Enter Provost, Cuaupio, Jutier, and Officers; Lucio, and 
iwo Gentlemen. 

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to th’ world? 
Bear me to prison, where I am committed. 

Prov. Ido it not in eyil disposition, 

But from lord Angelo by special charge. 

Claud. Thus can the demi-god, Authority, 
Make us pay down for our offence by weight. — 
The words of heaven; — on whom it will, it will; 
On whom it will not, so: yet still ’t is just. 

Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio? whence comes this, 
restraint? 

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty: 

As surfeit is the father of much fast, 

So every scope by the immoderate use 
Turns to restraint: Our natures do pursue, 
Like rats that ravin down their proper bane, 
A thirsty evil, and when we drink, we die. 

Lucio. If.1 could speak so wisely under an arrest, I would 
send for certain of my creditors. And yet, to say the truth, I had 
as lief have the foppery of fredom, as the morality ofimprisonment. 
— What ’s thy offence, Claudio? 

Claud. What but to speak of would offend again. 
Lucio. Whatisit? murder? 
Claud. No. 
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Lucio. WLechery? 
Claud. Call it so. 
Prov. Away, Sir: you must go. 
Claud. One word, good friend. — Lucio, a word with you. 
[Takes him aside. 
Lucio. A hundred, if they ‘ll do you any good. — Is lechery 
so look’d after? 
Claud. Thus stands it with me: — Upon a true contract, 
I got possession of Julietta’s bed: 
You know the lady; she is fast my wife ; 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order: this we came not to, 
Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends ‘ 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love ; 
Till time had made them for us. Butit chances, 
The stealth of our most mutual entertaiment 
With character too gross is writ on Juliet. 
Lucio. With child, perhaps? 
Claud. Unhappily, even so. 
And the new deputy now for the duke — 
Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness ‘ 
Or whether that the body public be 
A horse whereon the governor doth ride, : 
Who, newly in the seat, that it may know 
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur; 
Whether the tyranny be in his place, 
Or in his eminence that fills it up, 
I stagger in; — but this new governor 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties, 
Which haye, ‘like unscour’d armour, hung by the wall 
So long, that nineteen zodiacks have gone round, 
And none of them been worn; and, foraname, 
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act 
Freshly on me: —’t is surely, fora name. 


Lucio. Iwarrant, itis; and thy head stands so tickle on thy 
8 


\ 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


shoulders, that a milk-maid, if she be in love, may sigh it off. 
Send after the duke, and appeal to him. 

Claud. Ihave doneso, but he’s not to be found. 
Ipr’ythee, Lucio, do me this kind service. 
This day my sister should the cloister enter, 
And there receive her approbation: 
Acquaint her with the danger of my state; A 
Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends Vt 
To the strict deputy; bid herself assay him: i 
I have great hope in that; for in her youth 1 
There is a prone and speechless dialect , i) 
Such as moves men: beside, she hath prosperous art, 
When she will play with reason and discourse, 
And well she can persuade. 

Lucio. 1 pray, she may: as well for the encouragement of 
the like, which else would stand under grievous imposition, as 
for the enjoying of thy life, who I would be sorry should be thus 
foolishly lost at a game of ticktack. Ili to her. 

Claud. thank you, good friend Lucio. 

Lucio. Within two hours, — 

Claud. Come, officer; away! {Exeunt. 


SCENE ly. 
A Monastery. 


Enter Duke, and Friar Tuomas. 


Duke. No, holy father; throw away that thought: 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom. Why I desire thee 
To give me secret harbour hath a purpose 
More grave and wrinkled, than the aims and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your grace speak of it? 

Duke. My holy Sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever Jov’d the Jife remov’d; 
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies , 
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Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keeps. 
I have deliver’d to lord Angelo 

(A man of stricture, and firm abstinence) 

My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 

And he supposes me travell’d to Poland ; 

For so I have strew’d it in the common ear, 

And so itis receiy’d. Now, pious Sir, 

You will demand of me, why I do this? 

Fri. Gladly, my lord. 

Duke. We have strict statutes, and most biting laws, 
(The needful bits and curbs to head-strong weeds, ) 
Which for this fourteen years we have let sleep; 
Even like an o’er-grown lion in a cave, 

That goes not out to prey: now, as fond fathers, 
Having bound up the threat’ning twigs of birch 

Only to stick it in their children’s sight, 

For terror, not to use, in time the rod 

Becomes more mock’d, than fear’d; so our decrees, 
Dead to infliction, to themselyes are dead, 

And liberty plucks justice by the nose; 

The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 

Goes all decorum. 

Fri, It rested in your grace 
To unloose this tied-up justice, when you pleas’d; 
And it in you more dreadful would have seem’d, 
Than in Jord Angelo. 

Duke. , ido fear, too dreadful: 
Sith ’t was my fault to give the people scope, 

"T would be my tyranny to strike and gall them 

For what I bid them do: for we bid this be done, 

When evil deeds have-their permissive pass, 

And not the punishment. Therefore, indeed, my father, 
Ihave on Angelo impos’d the office, 

Who may, inth’ ambush of my name, strike home, 

And yet my nature never in the fight, 

To doin slander. And to behold his sway, 

I will, as ’t were a brother of your order, 
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Visit both prince and people: therefore, I pr’ythee, 
Supply me with the habit, and instruct me 

How I may formally in person bear 

Like a true friar. -More reasons for this action , 

At our more leisure shall J render you; 

Only, this one: — Lord Angelo is precise; 

Stands at a guard with envy; scarce confesses 

That his blood flows, or that his appetite 

Is more to bread than stone: hence shall we see, 


if power change purpose, what our seemers be. [Haxeunt. 


SCENE V. 
A Nunnery. 


Enter IsspeEuia and FRANCISCA. 
Isab. And have you nuns no farther privileges? 
Fran. Are not these large enough? 
Isab. Yes, truly: I speak not as desiring more, 
But rather wishing a more strict restraint 
Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of saint Clare. 
Lucio. [Within.] Ho! Peace be in this place! 
Isao. Who’s that which calls? 
Fran. Itisaman’s voice. Gentle Isabella . 
Turn you the key, and know his business of im: 
You may, I may not; you are yet unsworn. 
When you haye vow’d, you must not speak,with men, 
But in the presence of the prioress : 
Then, if youspeak, you must not show your face; 
Or, if you show your face, you must not speak, 
He calls again: I pray you, answer him. [Exit Francisca. 
Isab. Peace and prosperity!’ Who is’t that calls? 


Enter Lucto. 


Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be, as those cheek-roses 
Proclaim you are no less, ean you so stead me, 
As bring me to the sight of Isabella, 
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A novice of this place, and the fair sister - 
To her unhappy brother Claudio? 
Isab. Why her unhappy brother? let me ask, 
The rather, for I now must make you know 
Tam that Isabella, and his sister. 
Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets you. 
Not to be weary with you, he’s in prison. 
Isab. Woeme! for what? 
Lucio. Forthat, which, if myself might be his judge, 
He should receive his punishment in thanks, 
He hath got his friend with child. 
Isab. Sir, make me not your story. 
Lucio. ’Tistrue. Iwould not, though’t is my familiar sin 
With maids to seem the lapwing, and to jest, 
Tongue far from heart, play with all virgins so: 
Thold you as a thing ensky’d, and sainted 
By your renouncement, an immortal spirit, 
And to be talk’d with in sincerity , 
As with a saint. 
Isab. You do blaspheme the good in mocking me. 
Lucio. Donot believe it. Fewness and truth, ’t is thus: 
Your brother and his lover have embrac’d: 
As those that feed grow full; as blossoming time, 
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foison, even so her plenteous womb 
Expresseth his full tilthyand husbandry. 
Isab. Some one with child by him? — My cousin Juliet? 
Lucio. Is she your cousin? 
Isab. Adoptedly; as school-maids change their names 
By vain, though apt, affection. 


Lucio. She it is. 
Isab. O! let him marry her. 
Lucio. This is the point. 


The duke is very strangely gone from hence ; 
Bore many gentlemen, myself being one, 
In hand, and hope of action; but we do learn, 
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By those that know the very nerves of state, 
His giving out was of an infinite distance 

From his true-meant design. Upon his place, 
And with full line of his authority, 

Governs lord Angelo; aman whose blood 

Is very snow-broth; one who never feels ie 
The wanton stings and motions of the sense, 
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge a 
With profits of the mind, study and fast. a 
He (to give fear to use and liberty, i 
Which have, forlong, run by the hideous law, i 
As mice by lions,) hath pick’d out.an act, Hi 
Under whose heayy sense your brother’s life 
Falls into forfeit: he arrests him on it, 

And follows close the rigour of the statute, 
To make him an example. All hope is gone, 
Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer 
To soften Angelo; and that ’s my pith 
Of business ’twixt you and your poor brother. 

Isab, Doth he so seek his life? 


Lucio. Has censur’d him 


Already; and, asI hear, the provost hath 
A warrant for his execution. 


Isab. Alas! what poor ability ’s in me 
To do him good? 


Lucio. Assay the power you have. 
Isab. My power, alas! I doubt. & 
Lucio. 


Our doubts are traitors, 
And make us lose the good we oft might win, 
By fearing to attempt. Go to lord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, when maidens sue, 
Men give like gods; but when they weep and kneel, 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe them, 

Isab. I'll see what I can do. 


Lucio. But speedily, 
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Isab. will about it straight, 
No longer staying but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you: 
Commend meto my brother; soon at night 
I'll send him certain word of my success. 
Lucio. I take my leave of you. 
Isab. Good Sir, adieu. 
[Exeunt 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 
A Hall in ANGELOo’s House. 


Enter ANGELO, Escauus, aJustice, Officers, and other 
Attendants. 

Ang. Wemust not make a scare-crow of the law, 
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 
And let it keep one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch, and not their terror. 

Escal. Ay, but yet 
Let us be keen, and rather cuta little, 
Than fall, and bruise to death. Alas! this gentleman, 
Whom I would save, had a most noble father. 
Let but your honour know, 
(Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue ,) 
That, in the working of your own affections, 
Had time coher’d with place, or place with wishing, 
Or that the resolute acting of [y]our blood 
Could have attain’d th’ effect of your own purpose, 
Whether you had not, sometime in your life, 
Err’d in this point, which now you censure him, 
And pull’d the law upon you. 

Ang. ’T is one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 
Another thing to fall. Inot deny, 
The jury, passing on the prisoner’s life, 
May in the sworn twelve have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try: what ’s open made to justice, 
That justice seizes: what know the laws, 
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That thieves do pass on thieves? ’T js very pregnant 
The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it, 
Because we see it; but what we do not see aM 
We tread upon, and never think of it. I 
You may not so extenuate his offence, i 
For I have had such faults; but rather tell me j Hi 
When I, that censure him, do so offend ‘ 
Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 1 
And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. a 
Escal. Be it as your wisdom will. 


? 


I 
Ang. Where is the provost? i 
Enter Provost. i 
Prov. Here, ifitlike your honour. 
Ang. See that Claudio 


Be executed by nine to-morrow morning. 

Bring him his confessor, let him be prepar'd, ; 

For that ’s the utmost of his pilgrimage. [Hxit Provost. 
Escal. Well, heaven forgive him, and forgive us all! 

Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall : 

Some run from breaks of ice, and answer none ; 

And some condemned for a fault alone. 


Enter Exzow, Frorn, Clown, Officers, &c. 

Elb. Come, bring them away. If these be good people ina 
common-weal, that do nothing but use their abuses: in common 
houses, I know no law: bring them away. 

Ang. Hownow, Sir! What’s yourname, and what ’s the 
matter? 

Elb. If it please your honour, I am the poor duke’s con- 
stable, and my name is Elbow: Ido lean upon justice, Sir; and 
do bring in here before your good honour two notorious bene- in 
factors. 


Ang. Benefactors! Well; what benefactors are they? are 
they not malefactors? 

Elb. fit please your honour, I know not well what they are; 
but precise villains they are, that Lam sure of, and yoid of all pro- 
fanation in the world, that good Christians ought to have. 
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Escal. This comes off well: here ’s a wise officer. 
Ang. Goto: what quality are they of? Elbow is your name: 
why dost thou not speak, Elbow? 
Clo. Hecannot, Sir: he’s out at elbow. 
Ang. Whatare you, Sir? 
Elb. He, Sir? atapster, Sir; parcel-bawd; one that serves 
a bad woman, whose house, Sir, was, as they say, pluck’d 
down in the suburbs; and now she professes a hot-house, which, 
I think, is avery ill house too. 

Escal. How know you that? 

Elb. My wife, Sir, whom I detest before heaven and your 
honour, — 

Escal. How! thy wife? 

Elb. Ay, Sir; whom, I thank heaven, is an honest woman, — 

Escal. Dost thou detest her therefore? 

Elb. I say, Sir, I will detest myself also, as well as she, 
that this house, if it be nota bawd’s house, it is pity of her life, . 
for it is a naughty house. 

Escal. How dost thou know that, constable? 

Elb. Marry, Sir, by my wife; who, if she had been a woman 
cardinally given, might have been accused in fornication, adultery, 
and all uncleanliness there. 

Escal. . By the woman’s means? 

Elb. Ay, Sir, by mistress Over-done’s means; but as she 
spit in his face, so she defied him. 

Clo. Sir, if it please your honour, this is not so. 

Elb. Prove it before these varlets here, thou honourable 
man; prove it. 

Escal. [To ANcELO.] Do you hear how he misplaces? 

Clo. Sir, she came in great with child, and longing (saving 
your honour’s reverence) for stew'd prunes: Sir, we had but two 
in the house, which at that very distant time stood, as it were, in 
a fruit-dish, a dish of some three-pence: your honours have seen 
such dishes; they are not China dishes, but very good dishes. 

Escal. Goto, goto: no matter for the dish, Sir. 

Clo. No, indeed, Sir, not of a pin; you are therein in the 
right; but to the point. As E say, this mistress Elbow, being, 
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asI say, with child, and being great belly’d, and longing, asI 
said, for prunes, and haying but two in the dish, as I said, master 
Froth here, this very man, having eaten the rest, as I said, and, 
as I say, paying for them very honestly; — for, as you know, 
master Froth, I could not give you three-pence again. 

Froth. No, indeed. 

Clo. Very well: you being then, if you be remember’d, 
cracking the stones of the foresaid prunes. 

Froth. Ay, soldid, indeed. 

Clo. Why, very well: I telling you then, if you be remem- 
ber’d, that such a one, and such a one, were past cure of the 
thing you wot of, unless they kept very good diet, asI told you. 

Froth. All this is true. 

Clo. Why, very well then. 

Escal. Come; you are a tedious fool: to the purpose. — 
What was done to Elbow’s wife, that he hath cause to complain 
of? Come me to, what was done to her. 

Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. 

Escal. No, Sir, nor I mean it not. 

Clo. Sir, but you shall come to it, by your: honour’s leave. 
And, Ibeseech you, look into master Froth here, Sir; a man of 
fourscore pound a-year, whose father died at Hallowmas. — Was ’t 
not at Hallowmas, master Froth? 

Froth. All-hallownd eye. 

Clo. Why, very well: Ihope here be truths. He, Sir, sit- 
ting, as I say, in a lower chair, Sir; — ’t was in the Bunch of 
Grapes, where, indeed, you have a delight to sit, have you not? 

Froth. Whayeso; because itis an open room, and good for 
winter. 

Clo. Why, very well then: I hope here be truths. 

Ang. This will Jast out a night in Russia, 

When nights are longest there. Ill take my leave, 
And leave you to the hearing of the cause, 
Hoping you ‘Il find good cause to whip them all. 
Escal. think no less. Good morrow to your lordship. 
[Exit ANGELO. 
Now, Sir, comeon: what was done to Elbow’s wife, once more? 
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Clo. Once, Sir? there was nothing done to her once. 


Elb. Uhbeseech you, Sir, ask him what this man did to my 
wife. 


Clo. Ubeseech your honour, ask me. 

Escal. Well, Sir, what did this gentleman to her? 

Clo. Ibeseech you, Sir, look in this gentleman’s face. — 
Good master Froth, look upon his honour; ’t is for a good pur- 
pose. Doth your honour mark his face? 

Fiscal. Ay, Sir, very well. 

Clo. Nay, I beseech you, mark it well. 

Escal. Well, Idoso. 

Clo. Doth your honour see any harm in his face? 

Escal. Why, no. 

Clo. I ’ll be supposed upon a book, his face is the worst 
thing about him. Good then; if his face be the worst thing about 
him, how could master Froth do the constable’s wife any harm? 
I would know that of your honour. . 

Escal. He’s in the right. Constable, what say you to it? 

Elb. First, an it like you. the house is a respected house: 
next, this is a respected fellow, and his mistress is a respected 
woman. 


Clo. Bythishand, Sir, his wife is a more respected person 
than any of us all. 

Elb. Varlet, thou liest: thou liest, wicked yarlet. The time 
is yet to come that she was ever respected with man, woman, or 
child. 

Clo. Sir, she was respected with him, before he married 
with her. 

Escal. 
this true? 


Lib. O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O thou wicked Hannibal! 
I respected with her, before I was married to her? — If ever I was 
respected with her, or she with me, let not your worship think me 


Which is the wiser here? Justice, or Iniquity? — Is 


the poor duke’s officer. — Prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, or 

I'll have mine action of battery on thee. 

| Escal. If he took you a box o’ th’ ear 
action of slander too. 


» you might have your 
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Elb. Marry, I thank your good worship for it. What is ’t 
your worship’s pleasure I shall do with this wicked caitiff? 

Escal. Truly, officer, because he hath some offences in him, 
that thou wouldst discover if thou couldst, let him continue in his 
courses, till thou know’st what they are. ; 

lb.» Marry, I thank your worship for it. — Thou seest, thou 
wicked varletnow, what’s come upon thee: thou art to continue ; 
now, thou yarlet, thou art to continue. 

Escal. Where were you born, friend? 

Froth. Here in Vienna, Sir. 

Escal. Are you of fourscore pounds a-year? 

Froth. Yes, an’t please you, Sir. 

Escal. So. — What trade are you of, Sir? 

Clo. A tapster; a poor widow’s tapster. 

Escal.. Your mistress’ name? 

Clo. Mistress Over-done. 

Esecal. Hath she had any more than one husband? 

Clo. Nine, Sir; Over-done by the last. 

Fscal. Nine! — Come hither to me, master Froth. Master 
Froth, I would not have you acquainted with tapsters; they will 
draw you, master Froth, and you will hang them: get you gone, 
and let me hear no more of you. 

Froth. Y thank your worship. For mine own part, I never 
come into any room in a taphouse, but Iam drawn in. 

Escal. Well;. no more of it, master Froth: farewell. [Exit 
Frora.] — Come you hither to me, master tapster. What '$ 
your name, master tapster? ; 

Clo. Pompey. 

fiscal. . What else? 

Clo. Bum, Sir. 

Escal. ’Troth, and your bum is the greatest thing about you, 
so that, in the beastliest sense, you are Pompey the great. Pom- 
pey, you are partly a bawd, Pompey, howsoever you colour it in 
being atapster. Are you not? come, tell me true: it shall be the 
better for you. 

Clo. Truly, Sir, Tama poor fellow that would live. 
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Escal. How would you live, Pompey? by being a bawd? 
What do you think of the trade, Pompey? is it a lawful trade? 
Clo. Ifthelaw would allowit, Sir. 


Escal.. But the law will not allow it, Pompey; nor it shall 
not be allowed in Vienna. ; 


Clo. Does your worship mean to geld and spay all the youth 
of the city? 


Escal. No, Pompey. 

Clo. Truly, Sir, in my poor opinion, they will to ’t then. 
If your worship will take order for the drabs and the knayes, you 
need not to fear the bawds. 

Escal. There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell you: ‘it 
is but heading and hanging. 

Clo. If you head and hang all that offend that way but for ten 
year together, youll be glad to give out a commission for more 
heads. If this law hold in Vienna ten year, I ’Il rent the fairest 
house in it after three pence a bay. If you live to see this come to 
pass, say, Pompey told you so. 

Escal. Thank you, good Pompey; and, fin requital of your 
propheey, hark you: — I advise you, let me not find you before 
me again upon any complaint whatsoever; no, not for dwelling 
where you do: iffdo, Pompey, I shall beat you to your tent, and 
prove a shrewd Cesar to you. In plain dealing, Pompey, I shall 
have you whipt. So, for this time, Pompey, fare you well. 

Clo. thank your worship for your good counsel , but I shall 
follow it, as the flesh and fortune shall better determine. 

Whip me? No, no; let carman whip his jade; 
The valiant heart ’s not whipt out of his trade. [ Exit. 

Escal. Come hither to me, master Elbow; come hither, 


master constable. How long have you been in this place of con- 
stable? 


Hlb. Seven year and ahalf, Sir. 


Escal. thought, by the readiness in the office, you had con~ 


tinued initsémetime. You Say, seven years together? 
Elb. Andahalf, Sir, 


Eseal. Alas! it hath been great pains toyou. They do you 
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wrong to put you so oftupon’t. Are there not men in your ward 
sufficient to serve it? 

Elb. Faith, Sir, few of any wit in such matters. As they 
are chosen, they are glad to choose me for them: I do it for some 
piece of money, and go through with all. 

Escal. Look you bring me in the names of some six or seven, 
the most sufficient of your parish. 

Elb. To your worship’s house, Sir? 

Escal. Tomy house. Fare you well. 

What ’s o’clock, think you? 

Just. Eleven, Sir. 

Escal. I pray you home to dinner with me. 

Just. Ihumbly thank you. 

Escal. It grieves me for the death of Claudio; 
But there ’s no remedy. 

Just. Lord Angelo is severe. 

Eseal. It is but needful : 

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so; 

Pardon is still the nurse of second woe. 

But yet, poor Claudio! — There is no remedy. 

Come, Sir. [ Exeunt. 


[ Exit ELpow. 


SCENE II. 
Another Room in the Same. 


Enter Provost, and a Servant. 

Serv. He’s hearing of a cause: he will come straight. 
I’Il tell him of you. 

Prov. Pray you, do. [Eait Servant.] 1’ll know 
His pleasure; maybe, he willrelent. Alas! 
He hath but as offended in a dream: 
All sects, all ages smack of this vice, and he 
To die for it! — 

Enter ANGELO. 
Ang. Now, what’s the matter, provost? 
Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow? 
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Ang. Did not tell thee, yea? hadst thou not order? 
Why dost thou ask again? 
Prov. Lest I might be too rash. 
Under your good correction, I have seen, 
When, after execution, judgment hath 
} Repented o’er his doom. 
Ang. Go to; let that be mine: 
4 Do you your office, or give up your place, 
And you shall well be spar’d. 
i | Prov, I crave your honour’s pardon. 
Wh | What shall be done, Sir, with the groaning Juliet? 
She’s very near her hour. 


Ang’. Dispose of her 
A To some more fitter place, and that with speed. 


Sy eee 2 


Re-enter Servant. 
| Serv. Here is the sister of the man condemn’d 
Desires access to you. 
| Ang’. Hath he a sister? 
Prov. Ay, my good lord; a very virtuous maid 
And to be shortly of a sisterhood ; 
| If not already. 
| Ang’. Well, let her be admitted. [ Hait Servant. 
See you the fornicatress be remoy’d: 
Let her have needful, but not lavish, means; 
There shall be order for it. 


? 


Enter Lucto and ISaBELLa. 


Prov. Save your honour! [ Offering to retire. 
Ang. Stay a little while. — [Zo Isaz.] Y’ are welcome: 
what ’s your will? 
Isab. Yam a woeful suitor to your honour, 
Please but your honour hear me. 
Ang. Well; what ’s your suit? 
Isab. Theze is a vice, that most I do abhor, 
And most desire should meet the blow of justice, 
For which I would not plead, but that I must; 
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For which I must not plead, but that Iam 

At war ’twixt will, and will not. 
Ang. Well; the matter? 
Isab. Ihave a brother is condemn’d to die: 

Ido beseech you, let it be his fault , 

And not my brother. 
Prov. [Aside.] Heaven give thee moving graces! 
Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it? 

Why, every fault ’s condemn’d ere it be done. 

Mine were the very cipher of a function, 

To fine the faults, whose fine stands in record, 

And let go by the actor. 


Isab. O just, but severe law! 
Thad a brother then. — Heaven keep your honour! [ Retiring. 
Lucio. [ToIsaxs.] Give ’t not o’er so: to him again, intreat 
him; 


Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown 
You are too cold: if you should need a pin, 
You could not with more tame a tongue desire it. 
To him, Isay. 

Isab. Must he needs die? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy. 

Isab. Yes; Ido think that you might pardon him, 
And neither heaven, norman, grieve at the mercy. 

Ang. Iwill not do’t. 

Isab. But can you, if you would? 

Ang. Look; what I willnot, that I cannot do. 

Isab. But might you do’t, and do the world no wrong, 
If so your heart were touch’d with that remorse 
As mine is to him? 

Ang’. He’s sentenc’d: ’t is too late. 

Lucio. [To Isas.] You are too cold. 

Isab.. Too late? why, no; I, that do speak a word, 
May call it back again: Well believe this, 
No ceremony that to great ones longs, 
Not the king’s crown, nor the deputed sword, 
The marshal’s truncheon, nor the judge’s robe, 
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Become them with one half so good a grace 
As mercy does. Ifhe had been as you, and youas he, 
You would have slipt like him; buthe, like you, 
Would not have been so stern. 
Ang’. Pray you, begone. 
Isab, Y would to heaven I had your potency, 
And you were Isabel! should it then be thus? 
No; I would tell what ’t were to be a judge, 
And what a prisoner. 
Lucio. [Aside.] Ay, touch him; there’s the yein. 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And you but waste your words. 
Isab. Alas! alas! 
Why, all the souls that were were forfeit once; 
And he that might the vantage best have took, 
Found out the remedy. How would you be, 
Ifhe, which is the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are? O, think on that, 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made! 
Ang. Be you content, fair maid. 
Itis the law, notI, condemns your brother: 
Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 
It should be thus with him: he must die to-morrow.: 
Isab. To-morrow? O, that ’s sudden! Spare him, spare 
him! 
He ’s not prepar’d for death. yen for our kitchens 
We kill the fowl of season: shall we serve heaven 
With less respect than we do minister 
To our gross selves? Good, good my lord » bethink you: 
Who is it that hath died for this offence? 
There ’s many have committed it. 
Lucio. [Aside.] Ay, well said. 
Ang. The law hath not been dead, though it hath slept: 
Those many had not dar’d to do that evil, 
If the first, that did th’ edict infringe , 
Had answer'd for his deed: now, ’tis awake; 
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Takes note of what is done, and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils 
(Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv’d, 
And so in progress to be hatch’d and born, ) 
Are now to have no successive degrees, 
But here they live to end. 
Isab. Yet show some pity. 
Ang. show it most of all, when I show justice; 
For then I pity those I do not know, 
Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall, 
And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong, 
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied: 
Your brother dies to-morrow: be content. 
Isab. So you must be the first that gives this sentence, 
And he that suffers. O! itis excellent 
To have a giant’s strength; but itis tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 
Lucio. [Aside.] That ’s well said. 
Isab. Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne’er be quiet, 
For every pelting, petty officer, 
Would use his heaven for thunder; 
Nothing but thunder. Merciful heaven! 
Thou rather with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt 
Split’st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak, 
Than the soft myrtle; but man, proud man! 
Drest in a little brief authority, 
Most ignorant of what he’s most assur’d, 
His glassy essence, like an angry ape, 
Plays such fantastic tricks before high heayen, 
As make the angels weep; who, with our spleens, 
Would all themselves laugh mortal. 


Lucio. [To Isazg.] O, to him, to him, wench! He will 


relent: 
He ’s coming; I perceive ’t. 


Prov. [ dstde.] Pray heaven, she win him! 


Isab. We cannot weigh our brother with ourself: 
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Great men may jest with saints: ‘tis witin them, 
But in the less foul profanation. 
Lucio. [Yo Isan.] Thou ’rtin the right, girl: more o’ that. 
Isab. That in the captain ’s but a choleric word, 
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 
Lucio. [Aside.] Art ayis’do’ that? more on’t. 
Ang. Why do you put these sayings upon me? 
Isab. Because authority, though it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself, 
That skins the vice 0’ the top. Go to your bosom; 
Knock there, and ask your heart, what it doth know 
That ’s like my brother’s fault: ifit confess 
A natural guiltiness, such as is his, 
Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother’s life. 
Ang. [Aside.] She speaks, and ’tis 
Such sense, that my sense breeds withit. [To her.] Fare you 
well. 
Isab. Gentle my lord, turn back. 
Ang. Iwill bethink me. — Come again to-morrow. 
Isab. Hark, how I'll bribe you. ° Good my lord, turn back. 
Ang. How! bribe me? 
Isab. Ay, with such gifts, that heaven shall share with you. 
Lucio., [Aside.| You had marr’d all else. 
Isab. Not with fond shekels of the tested gold, 
Or stones, whose rates are either rich or poor 
As fancy values them; but with true prayers , 
That shall be up at heaven, and enter there 
Ere sun-rise: prayers from preserved souls, 
From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 
Ang. Well; come to me to-morrow. 
Lucio. {Tolsan.] Goto; ’t.is well: away! 
Isab: Heaven keep your honour safe! 
Ang’. [Aside.] Amen: 
For I am that way going to temptation, 
Where prayers cross. 
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Tsab. At what hour to-morrow 
Shall I attend your lordship? 
Ang. At any time ’fore noon. 


Isab. Save your honour! 
[Exeunt Lucio, Isaneuna, and Provost. 

Ang. From thee; even from thy virtue ! — 
What ’s this? what’s this? Is this her fault, or mine? 
The tempter,. or the tempted, who sins most? Ha! 
Not she, nor doth she tempt; butitisI, i 
That lying by the violet in the sun, i 
Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower, WH 
Corrupt with virtuous season. Canitbe, 
That modesty may more betray our sense EM: 
Than woman’s lightness? Having waste ground enough, ‘| 
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary, 
And pitch our evils there? O, fye, fye, fye! 
What dost thou, or what art thou, Angelo? 
Dost thou desire her foully for those things 
That make her good? O, let her brother live! 
Thieves for their robbery have authority, 
‘When judges steal themselves. What! doTlove her, | 
That I desire to hear her speak again, re 
And feast upon her eyes? What is’t I dream on? | 
O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint, 
With saints dost bait thy hook! Most dangerous 
Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 
To sin in loving virtue. Never could the strumpet, 
With all her double vigour, art and nature, 
Once stir my temper; but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite. — Ever, tillnow, 
When men were fond, Ismil’d, and wonder’d how. [Extt. 


SCENE III. 


A Room in a Prison. 
Enter DUKE, habited like a Friar, and Provost. 
Duke. WHailto you, provost; sol think you are. 
Prov. Yam the provost. What’s your will, good friar? 
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Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bless’d order, 
I come to visit the afflicted spirits 
Here in the prison: do me the common right 
To let me see them, and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister 
To them accordingly. 


Prov. I would do more than that, if more were needful. 


Enter Juuier. 


Look; here comes one: a gentlewoman of mine, 
Who, falling in the flames of her own youth, 
Hath blister’d her report. She is with child, 
And he that got it, sentenc’d — a young man 
More fit to do another such offence, 
Than die for this. 
Duke. When must he die? 
Prov. AsI do think, to-morrow. — 
[To Junrer.] Thave provided for you: stay a while, 
And you shall be conducted. 
Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry? 
Juliet. Ido, and bear the shame most patiently. 
Duke. 1’ll teach you how you shall arraign your conscience, 
And try your penitence, if it be sound ; 
Or hollowly put on. 
Juliet. I'll gladly learn. 
Duke. Wove you the man that wrong’d you? 
Juliet. Yes, as Llove the woman that wrong’d him. 
Duke. Sothen, it seems, your most offenceful act 
Was mutually committed ? 
Juliet, Mutually. 
Duke. Then was your sin of heayier kind than his. 
Juliet. Ido confess it, and repentit, father. 
Duke. ’Tismeetso, daughter: but least you do repent, 
As that the sin hath brought you to this shame; 
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves , not heayen, 
Showing, we would not Spare heaven, as we love it, 
But as we stand in fear. 
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Juliet. Ido repent me, as itis an evil, 
And take the shame with joy. 
Duke. There rest. 
Your partner, as Lhear, must die to-morrow, 
And Iam going with instruction to him. 
Grace go with you! Benedicite! [Eaxit. 
Juliet. Must die to-morrow! O, injurious love, Wh 
That respites me a life, whose very comfort i 
Is still a dying horror! wie 
Prov. ’Tis pity ofhim. ° [Exeunt. aM 


SCENE IV. f 
A Room in ANGELO’s House. 


Enter ANGELO. 


Ang. When I would pray and think, I think and pray 
To several subjects: heaven hath my empty words , 
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Isabel: heayen in my mouth, 
As if I did but only chew his name, | 
And in my heart the strong and swelling evil Hi 
Of my conception. The state, whereon I studied, | 
Is like a good thing, being often read, 
Grown sear’d and tedious; yea, my gravity, 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, 
Could I, with boot, change for an idle plume, 
Which the air beats for yain. O place! O form! 
How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit, 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls 
To thy false seeming! Blood, thou art blood: | 
Let’s write good angel on the devil’s horn, 
’T is not the devil’s crest, 


Enter Servant. 
How now! who’s there? 
Serv. One Isabel, a sister, 
Desires access to you. 
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Ang. Teach her the way. [Exit Servant 
O heavens! 


Why does my blood thus muster to my heart, 
Making both it unable for itself, 

And dispossessing all my other parts 

Of necessary fitness ? 

So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons; 
Come all to help him, and so stop the air 

By which he should revive: and even so 

The general, subject toa well-wish’d king, 

Quit their own part, andin obsequious fondness 
Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love 
Must needs appear offence. 


Enter Isaneuua. 

How now, fair maid? 

Isab, Tam come to know your pleasure. 

Ang. That you might know it, would much better please me, 
Than to demand what ’tis. Your brother cannot live. 

Isab. Even so. — Heayen keep your honour! 

Ang. Yet may he live a while; and, it may be, 
As long as you, orI: yet he must die. 

Isab. Under your sentence? 

Ang. Yea. 

Isab. When, Ibeseech you? that in his reprieve, 
Longer or shorter, he may be so fitted : 
That his soul sicken not. 


Ang. Ha! Fye, these filthy vices! It were as good 
To pardon him, that hath from nature stolen 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their saucy sweetness, that do coin heayen’s image 
In stamps that are forbid: ’t is all as easy 
Falsely to take away a life true made, 
As to put metal in restrained means, 
To make a false one. 


Isab. ’Tis set down so in heaven, but not in earth 
Ang. Say youso? then, I shall poze you quickly, 


[Retiring. 
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Which had you rather, that the most just law 
Now took your brother’s life, or to redeem him 
Give up your body to such sweet uncleanness 
As she that he hath stain’d? 
Isab. Sir, believe this, 
Thad rather give my body than my soul. 
Ang. (talk not of yoursoul. Our compell’d sins 
Stand more for number than for accompt. 

Tsab. How say you? 

Ang. Nay, I'll not warrant that; for I can speak 
Against the thingI say. Answer to this; — 

I, now the voice of the recorded law, 
Pronounce a sentence on your brother’s life : 
Might there not be a charity in sin, 

To saye this brother’s life? 

Isab. Please you to do’t, 
I'll take it as a peril to my soul: 

It is no sin at all, but charity. 

Ang. Pleas’d you to do’t, at peril of your soul, 
Were equal poize of sin and charity. 

Isab. That I do beg his life, ifit-be sin, 

Heaven, let me bear it! you granting of my suit, 
If that be sin, Ill make it my morn-prayer 

To have it added to the faults of mine, 

And nothing of your answer. 

Ang’. Nay, but hear me. 
Your sense pursues not mine: either you are ignorant, 
Orseem so, crafty; and that is not good. 

Isab. Let me beignorant, and in nothing good, 
But graciously to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright, 
When it doth tax itself: as these black masks 
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could displayed. — But mark me: 

To be received plain, I’ll speak more gross. 
Your brother is to die. 
Isab. So. 
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Ang. And his offence is so, as it appears 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 

Isab. True. 

Ang. Admit no other way to save his life, 
(As I subscribe not that, nor any other, 
But in the loss of question) that you, his sister, 
Finding yourself desir’d of such a person, 
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from the manacles 
Of the all-building law; and that there were 
No earthly mean to save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasures of your body 
To this suppos’d, or else to let him suffer, 
What would you do? 

Isab. As much for my poor brother, as myself: 
Thatis, were I under the terms of death, 
Th’ impression of keen whips I ’d wear as rubies, 
And strip myself to death, as to a bed 
That longing I have been sick for, ere I’d yield 
My body up to shame. 

Ang. Then must 
Your brother die. 

Isab. And ’t were the cheaper way. 
Better it were, a brother died at once, 
Than that a sister, by redeeming him, 
Should die for ever. 

Ang. Were not you, then, as cruel, as the sentence 
That you have slander’d 80? 

Isab. Ignomy in ransom, and free pardon, 
Are of two houses: Jawful mercy is 
Nothing akin to foul redemption. 

Ang. You seem’d of late to make the law a fyrant; 
And rather prov’d the sliding of your brother 
A merriment, than a vice. 

‘sab. O, pardon me, my Jord! it oft falls out, 
To hay“e what we would have, we speak not what we mean. 


32 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


I something do excuse the thing I hate, 
For his advantage that I dearly love. 
Ang. Weare all frail. 
Isab. Else let my brother die, 
If not a feodary, but only he, 
Owe, and succeed this weakness. 
Ang. Nay, women are frail too. 
Isab. Ay, as the glasses where they view themselves, 
Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 
Women! — Help heaven! men their creation mar 
In pxofiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail, 
For we are soft as our complexions are , 
And credulous to false prints. 
Ang. I think it well; 
And from this testimony of your own sex, 
(Since, I suppose, we are made to be no stronger, 
Than faults may shake our frames , ) let me be bold: 
Ido arrest your words. Be that you are, 
That is, a woman; if you be more, you’re none; 
If you be one, (as you are well express’d 
By all external warrants, ) show it now, 
By putting on the destin’d livery. 
Isab. have no tongue but one: gentle my lord, 
Let me intreat you speak the former language. 
Ang. Plainly, conceive I love you. 
Isab, My brother did love Juliet; and you tell me, 
That he shall die for ’t. 
Ang. Heshall not, Isabel, if you give me love. 
Isab. Uknow, your virtue hath a licence in ’t, 
Which seems a little fouler than it is, 
To pluck on others. 
Ang. Believe me, on mine honour, 
My words express my purpose. 
Isab. Ha! little honour to be much beliey’d, 
And most pernicious purpose! — Seeming, seeming! — 
I will proclaim thee, Angelo; look for’t: 
Sign me a present pardon for my brother, 
I. 
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Or with an outstretch’d throat I'll tell the world 

Aloud what man thou art. 
Ang. Who will believe thee, Isabel? 

My unsoil’d name, the austereness of my life, 

My vouch against you, and my place i’ the state, 

Will so your accusation overweigh, 

That you shall stifle in your own report, 

And smell of calumny. Ihave begun, 

And now I give my sensual race the rein: 

Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite; 

Lay by all nicety, and prolixious blushes, 

That banish what they sue for; redeem thy brother 

By yielding up thy body to my will, 

Or else he must not only die the death, 

But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 

To lingering sufferance. Answer me to-morrow, 

Or, by the affection that now guides me most, 

I’ll prove atyrantto him. As for you, 

Say what you can, my false o’erweighs your true. [Exit. 
Isab. Towhom shouldI complain? Did I tell this, 

Who would believe me? O perilous mouths! 

That bear in them one and the self-same tongue, 

Either of condemnation or approof, 

Bidding the law make court’sy to their will, 

Hooking both right and wrong to th’ appetite, 

To follow as it draws. I'll to my brother: 

Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood, 

Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour, 

That had he twenty heads to tender down 

On twenty bloody blocks, he’d yield them up,, 

Before his sister should her body stoop 

To such abhorr’d pollution. 

Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die: 

More than our brother is our chastity. 

I'll tell him yet of Angelo’s request, 

And fit his mind to death, for his soul’s rest. 
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ACT TI.” SCENE 1. 


A Room in the Prison. 


Enter Duke, as a Friar, Cuaupto, and Provost. 

Duke. So then, you hope of pardon from lord Angelo ? | 
Claud. The miserable have h 

No other medicine, but only hope. | 

Ihave hope to live, and am prepar’d to die. i 
Duke. Be absolute for death; either death , or life, il 

Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with life: — 

IfI do lose thee, I do lose a thing 

That none but fools would keep: a breath thou art, i 

Servile to all the skyey influences, 

That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st, 

Hourly afflict. Merely, thou art death’s fool; 

For him thou labour’st by thy flight to shun, 

And yet run’st toward him still: thou art not noble; 

For all th’ accommodations that thou bear’st, 

Are nurs’d by baseness: thou art by no means yaliant; 

For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 

Of a poor worm: thy best of rest is sleep , 

And that thou oft provok’st, yet grossly fear’st 

Thy death, whichis no more.. Thou art not thyself; 

For thou exist’st on many a thousand grains 

That issue out of dust: happy thou art not; 

For what thou hast not, still thou striv’st to get, 

And what thou hast forget’st. Thou art not certain; 

For thy complexion shifts to strange effects , 

After the moon: if thou art rich, thou ’rt poor; 

For, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows, 

Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey, 

And death unloads thee: friend hast thou none; 

For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire, 

The mere effusion of thy proper loins , 

Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum, 

For ending thee no sooner: thou hast nor youth, nor age, 

But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep , 
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| Dreaming on both; for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld: and when thou art old and rich, 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty, 
To make thy riches pleasant. What’s yet in this, 
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life 
; Lie hid more thousand deaths, yet death we fear , 
That makes these odds all even. 
Claud. I humbly thank you. 
To sue to live, I find, I seek to die, 
And, seeking death, find life: let it come on. 
Isab, [Without.| What, ho! Peace here; grace and good 
company! 
Prov. Who’s there? come in: the wish deserves a welcome. 


Enter ISABELLA. 


Duke. Dear Sir, ere long I'll visit you again. 
Claud. Most holy Sir, [thank you. 
Isab. . My business is a word or two with Claudio. 
Prov. And very welcome. Look, signior; here’s your sister. 
Duke. Provost, a word with you. 
Prov. As many as you please. 
Duke. Bring me to hear them speak, where I may be con- 
ceal’d. [Exeunt Duke and Provost. 
Claud. Now, sister, what’s the comfort? 
Tsab. , Why, as all 
Comforts are; most good, most good, indeed. 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven, 
Intends you for his swift ambassador, 
Where you shall be an everlasting leiger: 
Therefore, your best appointment make with speed; 
To-morrow you set on. 
Claud. Is there no remedy? 
Isab. None, but such remedy, as to save a head 
To cleave a heart in twain. 
Claud. But is there any? 
Isab. Yes, brother, you may live: 
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There is a devilish mercy in the judge, 
If you ‘llimplore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death. 

Claud. Perpetual durance? 

Isab. Ay, just; perpetual durance: a restraint, 
Though all the world’s vastidity you had, 

To a determin’d scope. 

Claud. But in what nature? 

Isab. Insuchaoneas, you consenting to ’t, 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear, 
And leave you naked. 

Claud. Let me know the point. 

Isab. O! Ido fear thee, Claudio; and I quake, 
Lest thou a feyerous life should’st entertain , 

And six or seyen winters more respect, 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar’st thou die? 
The sense of death is most in apprehension, 
And the poor beetle, that we tread upon, 

in corporal sufferance finds a pang, as great 
As when a giant dies. 

Claud. Why give you me this shame? 
Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness? If I must die, 

I will encounter darkness as a bride, 
And hug it in mine arms. 


Isab. There spake my brother: there my father’s grave 


Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou must die: 
Thou art too noble to conserye a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy , 
Whose settled visage and deliberate word 
Nips youth i’ the head, and follies doth enmew 
As falcon doth the fowl, is yet a devil; 
His filth within being cast, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 
Claud. . The princely Angelo? 
Isab. O, ’t is the cunning livery of hell, 
The damned’st body to invest and cover 
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In princely guards! Dost thou think, Claudio, 
If I would yield him my virginity, 
Thou might’st be freed. 
Claud. O,. heavens! it cannot be. 
Isab. Yes, he would give ’t thee from this rank offence , 
So to offend him still. This night’s the time 
That I should do what I abhor to name, 
Or else thou diest to-morrow. 
Claud. Thou shalt not do’t. 
Isab. O! were it but my life, 
I'd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. 
Claud. Thanks, dear Isabei. 
Isab. Beready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow. 
Claud, Yes. Has he affections in him, 
That thus can make him bite the law by the nose, 
When he would force it? Sure, itis no sin; 
Or of the deadly seven it is the least. 
Isab. Which is the least? 
Claud. (fit were damnable, he being so wise, 
Why would he for the momentary trick 
Be perdurably fin’d? — O Isabel! 
Isab. What says my brother? 
Claud. Death is a fearful thing. 
Isab. And shamed life a hateful. 
Claud. Ay, butto die, and go we know not where; 
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot; : 
This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice; 
To be imprison’d in the viewless winds, 
And blown with restless violence round about 
The pendent world; or to be worse than worst 
Of those that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling! — ’t is too horrible. 
The weariest and most loathed worldly life, 
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That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To what we fear of death. 
Isab. Alas! alas! 
Claud. Sweet sister, Jet me live. 
What sin you do to save a brother's life, 
Nature dispenses with the deed so far, 
That it becomes a virtue. 
Isab. O, you beast! 
O, faithless coward! 0, dishonest wretch! 
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice? 
Is ’t not a kind of incest to take life 
From thine own sister’s shame? What should I think? 
Heaven shield, my mother play’d my father fair , 
For such a warped slip of wilderness 
Ne’er issu’d from his blood. Take my defiance: 
Die; perish! might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed. 
1’Jl pray a thousand prayers for thy death, 
No word to save thee. 
Claud. Nay, ‘hearme, Isabel. 
Isab. O, fie, fie, fie! 
Thy sin’s not accidental, but a trade. 
Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd: 
’T is best that thou diest quickly. [ Going. 
Claud. O hear me, Isabella! 


Re-enter DUKE. 


Duke. Vouchsafe a word, young sister; but one word. 

Isab. Whatis your will? 

Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure, I would by and 
by have some speech with you: the satisfaction I would require, is 
likewise your own benefit. 

Isab, have no superfluous leisure: my stay must be stolen 
out of other affairs; but I will attend you a while. 

Duke. [To CuAupio.]' Son, Ihave overheard what hath past 
between you and your sister. Angelo had never the purpose to 
39 
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corrupt her; only he hath made an essay of her virtue, to practise 
his judgment with the disposition of natures. She, haying the ° 
trath of honour in her, hath made him that gracious denial which 
he is most glad to receive: Iam confessor to Angelo, and I know 
this to be true; therefore prepare yourself to death. Do not satisfy 
your resolution with hopes that are fallible: to-morrow you must 
die. Go; to yourknees, and make ready. 

Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon. Iam so out of love with 
life, that I will sue to be rid of it. 

Duke. Wold you there: farewell. [Hatt Cuaupro. 

Re-enter Provost. . 

Provost, a word with you. 

Prov. What’s your will, father? 


Duke. That now you are come, you willbe gone. Leave me 
a while with the maid: my mind promises with my habit no loss 
shall touch her by my company. 

Prov. In good time. [Exit Provost. 

Duke. The hand that hath made you fair hath made you good: 
the goodness that is cheap in beauty makes beauty brief in good- 
ness; but grace; being the soul of your complexion, shall keep 
the body of it ever fair. The assault, that Angelo hath made to 
you, fortune hath conyey’d to my understanding; and, but that 
frailty hath examples for his falling, I should wonder at Angelo. 
How will you do to content this substitute, and to save your brother? © 

Isab. Yam now going to resolye him. I had rather my. brother 
die by the law, than my son should be unlawfully born. But 0, 
how much is the good duke deceived in Angelo! If ever he return, 
and I can speak to him, I will open my lips in vain, or discover his 
government. 

Duke. That shall not be much amiss; yet, as the matter now 
stands, he will avoid your accusation: he made trial of you only. — 
Therefore, fasten your ear on my advisings: to the love I have in 
doing good a remedy presents itself. I do make myself believe, 
that you may most uprighteously do a poor wronged lady a merited 
benefit, redeem your brother from the angry law, dono stain to 
your own gracious person, and much please the absent duke, if, 
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peradventure, he shall eyer return to have hearing of this 
business. 

Isab. Let me hear you speak farther. I have spirit to do any 
thing that appears not foul in the truth of my spirit. 

Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodness never fearful. Have you 
not heard speak of Mariana, the sister of Frederick, the great 
soldier who miscarried at sea? 

Isab. I have heard of the lady, and good words went with her 
name. 

Duke. She should this Angelo haye married; he was affianced 
to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed: between which time of 
the contract, and limit of the solemnity, her brother Frederick was 
wrecked at sea, haying in that perish’d vessel the dowry of his 
sister. But mark how heavily this befel to the poor gentlewoman: 
there she Jost a noble and renowned hrother, in his love toward her 
ever most kind and natural; with him the portion and sinew of her 
fortune, her marriage-dowry; with both, her combinate husband, 
this well-seeming Angelo. 

Isab. Canthis beso? Did Angelo so leave her? 

Duke, Left her in her tears, and dried not one of them with 


his comfort; swallowed his vows whole, pretending in her dis-. 


coveries of dishonour: in few, bestowed her on her own lamenta- 
tion, which she yet wears for his sake, and he, a marble to her 
tears, is washed with them, but relents not. 

Isab. What a merit were it in death to take this poor maid from 
the world! What corruption in this life, that it will let this man 
live! — But how out of this can she ayail? 

Duke. It is a rupture that you may easily heal; and the cure 
of it not only saves your brother, but keeps you from dishonour in 
doing it. 

Isab. Show me how, good father. 

Duke. This fore-named maid hath yet in her the continuance 
of her first affection: his unjust unkindness, that in all reason 
should have quenched her Joye, hath, like an impediment in the 
current, made it more violent and unruly. Go you to Angelo: 
answer his requiring with a plausible obedience: agree with his 
demands to the point; only refer yourself to this advantage, — 
Al 
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first, that your stay with him may not belong, that the time may 
have all shadow and silence in it, and the place answer to con- 
venience. This being granted in course, and now follows all: we 
shall advise this wronged maid to stead up your appointment, go 
in your place; if the encounter acknowledge itself hereafter, it may 
compel him to her recompense; and here by this is your brother 
saved, your honour untainted, the poor Mariana advantaged, and 
the corrupt deputy scaled. The maid willI frame, and make fit 
for his attempt. If you think well to carry this, as you may, the 
doubleness of the benefit defends the deceit from reproof, What 
think you of it? 

Isdb. The image of it gives me content already, and, I trust, 
it will grow to a most prosperous perfection. 

Duke. It lies much in your holding up. Haste you speedily 
to Angelo: if for this night he entreat you to his bed, give him 
promise of satisfaction. I will presently to St. Luke’s; there ,» at 
the moated grange, resides this dejected Mariana: at that place 
call upon me, and despatch with Angelo, that it may be quickly. 

Isab. Y thank you for this comfort. Fare you well, good 


father. [Exeunt. 


SCENE ILI. 
The Street before the Prison. 


Enter Duke, asa Friar; to him E.sow, Clown, and Officers. 

Elb. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that you will needs 
buy and sell men and women like beasts, we shall haye all the 
world drink brown and white bastard. 

Duke. 0, heavens! what stuff is here? 

Clo. °T was never merry world, since, of two usuries, the 
merriest was put down, and the worser allow’d by order of law a 
furr'd gown to keep him warm; and furr’d with fox and lamb-skins 
too, to signify that craft, being richer than innocency, stands for 
the facing. 

Elb. Come your way, Sir. — Bless you, good father friar. 


Duke. And you, good brother father. What offence hath this 
man made you, Sir? 
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Elb. Marry, Sir, he hath offended the law: and, Sir, we 
take him to be a thief too, Sir; for we have found upon him, Sir, 
a strange pick-lock, which we have sent to the deputy. 

Duke. Fie, sirrah: a bawd, a wicked bawd! 

The evil that thou causest to be done, 

That is thy means to live. Do thou but think 
What tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back, 
From such a filthy vice: say to thyself, 

From their abominable and beastly touches 

I drink, Teat, array myself, and live. 

Canst thou believe thy living is a life, 

So stinkingly depending? Go mend, go mend. 

Clo. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, Sir; but yet, Sir, 
I would prove — 

Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs for sin, 

Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, officer: 
Correction and instruction must both work, 
Ere this rude beast will profit. 

Elb. We must before the deputy, Sir; he has given him 
warning. The deputy cannot abide a whoremaster: if he be a 
whoremonger, and comes before him, he were as good go a mile 
on his errand. 

Duke. That we were all, as some would seem to be, 

From our faults, as faults from seeming, free! 


Enter Lucio. 


Elb. His neck will come to your waist, acord, Sir. 

Clo. Xspy comfort: I cry, bail. Here’sa gentleman, anda 
friend of. mine. 

Lucio. How now, noble Pompey! What, at the wheels of 
Cxsar? Art thou led in triumph? What, is there none of Pygma- 
lion’s images, newly made woman, to be had now, for putting the 
hand in the pocket and extracting it clutch’d? What reply? Ha! 
What say’st thou to this tune, matter, and method? Is ’t not 
drown’d i’ the last rain? Ha! What say’st thou, trot? Is the 
world as it was, man? Which is the way? Is it sad, and few 
words, or how? The trick of it? 
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Duke. Stillthus, and thus: still worse! 
Lucio. Wow doth my dear morsel, thy mistress? Procures 
she still? Ha! 


Clo. Troth, Sir, she hath eaten up all her beef, and she is 
herself in the tub. 

Lucio. Why, ’t is good; it is the right of it; it must beso: 
ever your fresh whore, and your powder’d bawd: an unshunn’d 
consequence; it must beso. Art going to prison, Pompey? 

Clo. Yes, faith, Sir. 

Lucio. Why’tis not amiss, Pompey. Farewell. Go; say, 
Isent thee thither. For debt, Pompey, or how? 

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

Lucio. Well, then imprison him. If imprisonment be the 
due ofabawd, why, tis his right: bawd is he, doubtless, and 
of antiquity too; bawd-born. Farewell, good Pompey: commend 
me to the prison, Pompey. You will turn good husband now, 
Pompey; you will keep the house. 

Clo. Thope, Sir, your good worship will be my bail. 

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey; it is not the wear. 
I will pray, Pompey, to increase your bondage: if you take it not 


patiently, why, your mettle is the more., Adieu, trusty Pompey. — 
Bless you, friar. 


Duke. And you. 

Lucio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey? Ha! 
Elé. Come your ways, Sir; come. 

Clo. You will not bail me then, Sir? 


Lucio. Then, Pompey, nor now. — What news abroad, friar? 
What news? 


Elb. Come your ways, Sir; come. 
Lucio. Go; to kennel, Pompey, go. 


[Exeunt E.zow, Clown, and Officers. 
What news, friar, of the duke? 


Duke. Uknownone. Can you tell me of any? 


Lucio. Some say, he is with the emperor of Russia; other 
some, heisin Rome: but where is he, think you? 


Duke. know not where; but wheresoever, I wish him well. 
Lucio. It was amad fantastical trick of him, to steal from the 
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state, and usurp the beggary he was never bornto. Lord Angelo 
dukes it well in his absence: he puts transgression to ’t. 

Duke. He does well in ’t. 

Lucio. A little more lenity to lechery would do no harm in 
him: something too crabbed that way, friar. 

Duke. tis too general a vice, and severity must cure it. 

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great kindred: it is 
well allied; but it is impossible to extirp it quite, friar, till eating 
and drinking be put down. They say, this Angelo was not made 
by man and woman, after this downright way of creation: is it true, 
think you? 

Duke. ow should he be made then? 

Lucio. Some report, a sea-maid spawn’d him: some, that he 
was hegot between two stock-fishes; but it is certain, that when he 
makes water, his urine is congeal’d ice: that I know to be true; 
and he is a motion generative, that’s infallible. 

Duke. You are pleasant, Sir, and speak apace. 

Lucio. Why, whata ruthless thing is this in him, for the re- 
bellion of a cod-piece to take away the life ofa man? Would the 
duke that is absent have done this? Ere he would have hang’d a 
man for the getting a hundred bastards , he would have paid for the 
nursing a thousand. He had some feeling of the sport: he knew 
the service, and that instructed him to mercy. 

Duke. never heard the absent duke much detected for wo- 
men: he was not inclined that way. 

Lucio. O, Sir! you are deceived. 

Duke. ’T is not possible. 

Lucio. Who? not the duke? yes, your beggar of fifty; and 
his use was, to put a ducat in her clack-dish. The duke had 
crotchets in him: he would be drunk too; that let me inform 
you. 

Duke. You do him wrong, surely. 

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of his. A shy fellow was the 
duke; and, I believe, I know the cause of his withdrawing. 

Duke, What, I pr’ythee, might be the cause? 

Lucio. No, — pardon: —’tis a secret must be lock’d within 
AS 
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the teeth and the lips; but this I can let you understand, — the 
greater file of the subject held the duke to be wise. 

Duke. Wise? why, no question but he was. 

Lucio. A very superficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow. 

Duke. Hither this is envy in you, folly, or mistaking: the very 
Stream of his life, and the business he hath helmed , Must, upona 
warranted need, give hima better proclamation. Let him be but 
testimonied in his own bringings forth, and he shall appear to the 
envious a scholar, a statesman, and a soldier. Therefore, you 
speak unskilfally; or, if your knowledge be more, dt is much 
darken’d in your malice. 

Lucio. Sir, [know him, and I love him. 

Duke. ove talks with better knowledge, and knowledge with 
dearer love. 

Lucio. Come, Sir, I know what I know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you know not what you 
speak. But, if ever the duke return , (as our prayers are he may) 
let me desire you to make your answer hefore him: if it be honest 
you have spoke, you have courage to maintain it. Tam bound to 
call upon you; and, I pray you, your name? 

Lucio. Sir, my name is Lucio , well known to the duke. 

Duke. He shall know you better, Sir, if I may live to report 
you. 

Lucio. I fear you not. 

Duke. O! you hope the duke will return no more, or you 
imagine me too unhurtful an opposite. But, indeed, I can do you 
little harm: you ’Il forswear this again. 

Lucio. Ill be hang’d first: thou art deceived in me, friar. 
But no more of this. Canst thou tell , if Claudio die to-morrow, 
orno? 

Duke. Why should he die, Sir? : 

Lucio. Why? for filling a bottle with a tun-dish. I would, 
the duke, we talk of, were return’d again. this ungenitur’d agent 
will unpeople the province with continency; sparrows must not 
build in his‘house-eaves, because they are lecherous. The duke 
yet would have dark deeds darkly answer’d; he would never bring 
them to light: would he were return’d ! Marry, this Claudio is 


Ab 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


condemn’d for untrussing. Farewell, good friar; I pr’ythee, pray 

forme. The duke, Isay to thee again, would eat mutton on Fri- 

days. He’snow pastit; yet, and I say to thee, he would mouth 

with a beggar, though she smelt brown bread and garlic: say, that 

Isaidso. Farewell. (Exit. 
Duke. No might nor greatness in mortality 

Can censure ’scape: back-wounding calumny 

The whitest virtue strikes. What king so strong, 

Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue? 

But who comes here? 


Enter Escatus, Provost, Bawd, and Officers. 


Escal. Go: away with her to prison! 

Bawd. Goodmy lord, be good tome; your honour is ac- 
counted a merciful man: good my lord. 

Escal. Double and treble admonition , and still forfeit in 
the same kind? This would make mercy swear, and play the 
tyrant. 

Prov. A bawd of eleven years’ continuance, may it please 
your honour. 

Bawd. My lord, this is one Lucio’s information against-me. 
Mistress Kate Keep-down was with child by him in the duke’s 
time: he promised her marriage; his child is a year and a quarter 
old, come Philip.and Jacob. I have kept it myself, and see how he 
goes about to abuse me! 

Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much licence: — let him be 
called before us. — Away with her to prison! Go to; no more 
words, [Exeunt Bawd and Officers.] Proyost, my brother Angelo 
will not be alter’d; Claudio must die to-morrow. Let him be fur- 
nished with diyines, and have all charitable preparation: if my 
brother wrought by my pity, it should not be so with him. 

Prov. So please you, this friar hath been with him, and ad- 
vised him for the entertainment of death. 

Escal. Good even, good father. 

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you. 

Escal. Of whence are you? 

Duke. Not of this country, though my chance is now 
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To use it for my time: [ama brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the See, 
In special business from his holiness. 

Escal. .What news abroad i’ the world? 

Duke. None, but that there is so greata feyer on goodness, 
that the dissolution of it must cure it: noyelty is only in request; 
and as it is as dangerous to be aged in any kind of course , as itis 
virtuous to be constant in any undertaking, there is scarce truth 
enough alive to make societies secure, but security enough to make 
fellowships accurs’d. Much upon this riddle runs the wisdom of 
the world. This news is old enough, yet it is every day’s news. I 
pray you, Sir, of what disposition was the duke? 

Escal. One that, above all other strifes, contended especially 
to know himself. 

Duke. What pleasure was he given to? 

Hiscal. Rather rejoicing to see another merry, than merry at 
any thing which profess’d to make him rejoice: a gentleman of all 
temperance. But leave we him to his events, with a prayer they 
may prove prosperous, and let me desire to know how you find 
Claudio prepared. I am made to understand, that you have lent 
him visitation. 

Duke. We professes to have received no sinister measure from 
his judge, but most willingly humbles himself to the determination 
of justice; yet had he framed to himself, by the instruction of his 
frailty, many deceiving promises of life, which I, by my good 
leisure, have discredited to him, and now is he resolved to die. 

Escal. You have paid the heavens your function, and the 
prisoner the yery debt of your calling. I have labour’d for the poor 
gentleman to the extremest shore of my modesty; but my brother 
justice have I found so severe, that he hath forced me to tell him, 
he is indeed — justice. 

Duke. Xf his own life answer the straitness of his proceeding, 
it shall become him well; wherein if he chance to fail, he hath 
sentenced himself. 

Escal. Lam going to visit the prisoner. Fare you well. 

Duke. Peace be with you! 


LExeunt Escauus and Provost. 
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He, who the sword of heaven will bear, 
Should be as holy as severe; 

Pattern in himself to know, 

Grace to stand, and virtue go; 

More nor less to others paying, 
Than by self offences weighing. i 
Shame to him, whose cruel striking 
Kills for faults of his own liking! | 
Twice treble shame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice, and let his grow! 
O, what may man within him hide, | 
Though angel on the outward side! iH 
How may likeness, made in crimes, 
Making practice on the times , 

To draw with idle spider’s strings 
Most pond’rous and substantial things ! 
Craft against vice I must apply. 

With Angelo to-night shall lie 

His old betrothed, but despised: 

So disguise shall, by the disguised, 
Pay with falsehood false exacting, iF 
And perform an old contracting. [Extt. 3 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
A Room at the moated Grange. 


Marrana discovered sitting: a Boy singing’. 
SONG. 
Take, O! take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forsworn; 
And those eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do mislead the morn: 
But my kisses bring again, 
bring again, 
Seals of love, but seald in vain, 
seal'din vain. 
Mari. Break off thy song, and haste thee quick away: 
K. 49 Ih 
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Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice 


Hath often still’d my brawling discontent. [Hatt Boy. 


Enter DUKE. 
Icry you mercy, Sir; and well could wish 
You had not found me here so musical: 
Let me excuse me, and believe me so, 
My mirth it much displeas’d, but pleas’d my woe. 

Duke. ’Tis good: though music oft hath such a charm, 
To make bad good, and good provoke to harm. ’ 

I pray you, tell me,-hath any body inquired for me here to-day? 
much upon this time have I promis’d here to meet. 

Mari. You have not been inquired after: I have sat here all 
day. 
Enter ISABELLA. 

Duke. Ido constantly believe you. — The time is come, even 
now. I shall crave your forbearance a little: may be, I will call 
upon you anon, for some adyantage to yourself. 

Mari. Yam always bound to you. [Haxit. 

Duke. Very well met, and welcome. 

What is the news from this good deputy? 

Isab. He hatha garden circummur’d with brick, 

Whose western side is with a vineyard back’d; 
And to that vineyard is a planched gate, 

That makes his opening with this bigger key: 
This other doth command a little door, 

Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ; 
There have I made my promise upon the heavy 
Middle of the night to call upon him. 

Duke. Butshall you on your knowledge find this way? 

Isab. have ta’en a due and wary note upon ’t: 
With whispering and most guilty diligence, 

In action all of precept, he did show me 
The way twice o’er. 

Duke. Are there no other tokens 
Between you ’greed, concerning her observance? 

Isab. No, none, but only a repair i’ the dark; 
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And that I have possess’d him my most stay 

Can be but brief: for I have made him know, 

Ihave a servant comes with me along, 

That stays upon me; whose persuasion is, 

i come about my brother. 
Duke. ’T is well borne up. 

I have not yet made known to Mariana 

A word of this. — What, ho! within! come forth. 

Re-enter Mariana. 

I pray you, be acquainted with this maid: 

She comes to do you good. 
Isab. I do desire the like. 
Duke. Wo you persuade yourself that I respect you? 
Mari. Good friar, I know you do, and have found it. 
Duke. Take then this your companion by the hand, 

Who hath a story ready for your ear. 

I shall attend your leisure: but make haste; 

The vaporous night approaches. 
Mari. Will ’t please you walk aside? 

[Haeunt Mantana and IsaBELLA. 

Duke. Ov place and greatness! millions of false eyes 

Are stuck upon thee. Volumes of report 

Run with these false and most contrarious quests 

Upon thy doings: thousand escapes of wit 

Make thee the father of their idle dream , 

And rack thee in their fancies! 


Re-enter Mariana and ISABELLA. 
Welcome! How agreed? 
Isab. She ’Il take the enterprize.upon her, father, 
If you adyise it. 


Duke. It is not my consent, 
But my entreaty too. 
Isab. Little have you to say, 


When you,depart from him, but, soft and low, 
‘*Remember now my brother.” 


Mari. Fear me not. 
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Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all. 
He is your husband on a pre-contract : 
To bring you thus together, “tis no sin, 
Sith that the justice of your title to him 
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go: 
Our corn’sto reap, for yet our tithe ’s to sow. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


A Room in the Prison. 


Enter Provost and Clown. 

Prov. Come hither, sirrah. Can you cut off a man’s head? 

Clo» If the man be a bachelor, Sir, I can; but if he bea 
married man, he is his wife’s head, and I can never cut offa 
woman’s head. 

Prov. Come, Sir; leave me your‘snatches, and yield me a 
direct answer. To-morrow morning are to die Claudio and Bar- 
nardine: here is in our prison a common executioner, who in his 
office lacks a helper: if you will take it on you to assist him,, it 
shall redeem you from your gyves; if not, you shall have your full 
time of imprisonment, and your deliverance with an unpitied 
whipping, for you have been a notorious bawd. 

Clo. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time out of mind; 
but yet I will be content to be a lawful hangman. I would be glad 
to receive some instruction from my fellow partner. 

Prov. What ho, Abhorson! Where ’s Abhorson, there? 

Enter ABHORSON. 

Abhor. Doyou call, Sir. 

Prov. Sirrah, here ’s a fellow will help you to-morrow in your 
execution. If you think it meet, compound with him by the year, 
and let him abide here with you; if not, use him for the present, 
and dismiss him. He cannot plead his estimation with you: he 
hath been a bawd. 

Abhor. A bawd, Sir? Fie upon him! he will discredit our 
mystery. , 

Prov. Go to, Sir; you weigh equally: a feather will turn the 
scale. [Eaxié. 
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Clo. Pray, Sir, by your good favour, (for, surely, Sir, a 
good favour you haye, but that you have a hanging look, ) do you 
call, Sir, your occupation a mystery? 

Abhor. Ay, Sir; a mystery. 

Clo. Painting, Sir,’ Ihave heard say, is a mystery; and your 
whores, Sir, being members of my occupation, using painting, 
do prove my occupation a mystery; but what mystery there should 
be in hanging, if Tshould be hang’d, I cannot imagine. 

Abhor. Sir, itis a mystery. 

Clo. Proof? 

Abhor. Every true man’s apparel fits your thief. 

Clo. If it be too little for your thief, your true man thinks it 
big enough; if it be too big for your thief, your thief thinks it little 
enough: so, every true man’s apparel fits your thief. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Prov. Are you agreed? 

Clo. Sir, I will serve him; for Ido find, your hangman is a 
more penitent trade than your bawd: he doth oftener ask for- 
giveness. 

Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and your axe to-mor- 
row, four o’clock. 

Abhor. Come on, bawd; I will instruct thee in my trade: 
follow. 

Cio. 1 do desire to learn, Sir; and, Ihope, if you have oc- 
casion to use me for your own turn, you shall find me yare; for, 
truly, Sir, for your kindness I owe you a good turn. 

Prov, Call hither Barnardine and Claudio : 
[ Exeunt Clown and ABHORSON. 
Th’ one has my pity; nota jot the other, 
Being a murderer, though he were my brother. 


Enter CuAupio. 
Look, here’s the warrant, Claudio, for thy death: 
‘T is now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou must be made immortal. Where’s Barnardine? 
Claud. As fast lock’d up in sleep, as guiltless labour, 
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When it lies starkly in the trayeller’s bones; 
He. will, not wake. 
Prov. Who can do good on him? 
Well, go; prepare yourself. But hark, noise? [Knocking within. 
Heaven give your spirits comfort! — By and by: — 
[Exit Cuauptro. 
Thope it is some pardon, or reprieve, 
For the most gentle Claudio. — Welcome, father. 


Enter Dukk. 


Duke. The best and wholesom’st spirits of the night 
Enyelop you, good provost! Who call’d here of late? 

Prov. None, since the curfew rung. 

Duke. Not Isabel? 

Prov. No. 

Duke. They will then, ere’t be long. 

Prov. What comfort is for Claudio? 

Duke. There ’s some in hope. 

Prov. Itis a bitter deputy. 

Duke. Notso, notso: his life is parallel’d 
Even with the stroke and line of his great justice. 
He doth with holy abstinence subdue 
That in himself, which he spurs on his power 
To qualify in others: were he meal’d with that 
Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous; [Anocking within. 
But this being so, he’s just. — Now are they come. — 

[Exit Provost. 

This is a gentle provost: seldom, when : 
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men. [Hnocking’. 
How now? What noise? That spirit ’s possessed with haste, 
That wounds th’ unsisting postern with these strokes. 


Re-enter Provost. 


Prov. [Speaking to one at the door.| There he must stay, 
until the officer 
Arise to let him in; he is call’d up. 
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Duke. Wave you no countermand for Claudio yet, 
But he must die to-morrow? 

Prov. None, Sir, none. 

Duke. As near the dawning, provost, as itis, 
You shall hear more ere morning. 

Prov. Happily , 

You something know; yet, Ibelieve, there comes 
No countermand: no‘such example have we. 
Besides, upon the very siege of justice, 
Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profess’d the contrary. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Duke. This is his lordship’s man. 

Prov. And here comes Claudio’s pardon. 

Mes. My lord hath sent you this note; and by me this further 
charge, that you swerve not from the smallest article of it, neither 
in time, matter, or other circumstance. Good morrow; for, as 
Itake it, itis almost day. 

Prov. Ishallobey him. [Exit Messenger. 

Duke. This is his pardon; purchas’d by suchsin,  [dside. 
For which the pardoner himhelf is in; 

Hence hath offence his quick celerity , 

When it is borne in high authority. 

When vice makes mercy, mercy.’s so extended, 
hat for the fault’s love is th’ offender friended. — 
Now, Sir, what news? 

Prov. told you: Lord Angelo, belike thinking me remiss 
in mine office, awakens me with this unwonted putting on;. me- 
thinks strangely, for he hath not used it before. 

Duke. Pray you, let’s hear, 

Prov. [Reads.] ‘‘ Whatsoeyer you may hear to the contrary, 
let Claudio be executed by four of the clock; and, in the afternoon, 
Barnardine. For my better satisfaction, let me have Claudio’s 
head sent me by five. Let this be duly perform’d; with a thought, 
that more depends on it than we must.yet deliver. Thus fail not 
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to do your office, as you will answer it at your peril.’ — What say 
you to this, Sir? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be executed in the 
afternoon? 

Prov. A Bohemian born; but here nursed up and bred: one 
that is a prisoner nine years old. 

Duke. Wow came it, that the absent Duke had not either de- 
liver’d him to his liberty, or executed him? Ihave heard, it was 
ever his manner to do so. 

Prov. His friends still wrought reprieves for him: and, in- 
deed, his fact, till now in the government of Lord Angelo, came 
not to an undoubtful proof.’ 

Duke. Wis now apparent. 

Prov. Most manifest, and not denied by himself. 

Duke. Wath he borne himself penitently in prison? How 
seems he to be touch’d? 

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more dreadfully, but 
as a drunken sleep; careless, reckless, and fearless of what ’s 
past, present, or to come: insensible of mortality, and de- 
sperately mortal. 

Duke. He wants advice. 

Prov. He will hear none. He hath evermore had the liberty 
of the prison: give him leave to escape hence, he would not: 
drunk many times a day, if not many days entirely drunk. We 
have very oft awaked him, as if to carry him to execution, and 
show’d him a seeming warrant for it: it hath not moved him af all. 

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in your brow, 
provost, honesty and constancy: if I read it not truly, my ancient 
skill beguiles me; but in-the boldness of my cunning I will lay 
myself in hazard. Claudio, whom here you have warrant to exe- 
cute, is no greater forfeit to the law, than Angelo who hath sen- 
tenced him. To make you understand this in a manifested effect, 
I crave but four days’ respite, for the which you are to do me both 
a present and a dangerous courtesy. 

Prov. Pray, Sir, in what? 

Duke. Yn the delaying death. 

Prov. Alack! how may I do it, having the hour limited, 
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and an express command, under penalty, to deliver his head in 
the view of Angelo? I may make my case as Claudio’s, to cross 
this in the smallest. 

Duke. By the vow of mine order, I warrant you: if my in- 
structions may be your guide, let this Barnardine be this morning 
executed, and his head borne to Angelo. 

Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and will discover the 
fayour. 

Duke. O! death’s a great disguiser, and you may add to it. 
Shave the head, and tie the beard; and say, it was the desire of 
the penitent to be so bared before his death : you know, the course 
is common. If any thing fall to you upon this, more than thanks 
and good fortune, by the saint whom I profess, I will plead 
against it with my life. 

Prov. Pardonme, good father: it is against my oath. 

Duke. Were you sworn to the Duke, or to the deputy? 

Prov. Tohim, and to his substitutes. 

Duke. You will think you have made no offence, if the Duke 
ayouch the justice of your dealing. 

Prov. But what likelihood is in that? 

Duke. Not aresemblance, but a certainty. Yet since I see 
you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor my persuasion, 
can with ease attempt you, I will go farther than I meant, to 
pluck all fears out of you. Look you, Sir; here is the hand and 
seal of the Duke: you know the character, I doubt not, and the 
signet is not strange to you. 

Prov. know them both. 

Duke. The contents of this is the return of the Duke: you 
shall anon oyer-read it at your pleasure, where you shall find, 
within these two days he willbe here. This is a thing that Angelo 
knows not, for he this very day receives letters of strange tenor ; 
perchance, of the Duke’s death; perchance, entering into some 
monastery; but, by chance, nothing of whatis writ. Look, the 
unfolding star calls up the shepherd. Put not yourself into amaze- 
ment how these things should be: all difficulties are but easy 
when they are known. Call your executioner, and off with Bar- 
nardine’s head: I will give him a present shrift, and advise him 
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for a better place. Yet you are amazed, but this shall absolutely 
resolye you. Come away; it is almost clear dawn. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IIL. 
Another Room in the Same. 


Enter Clown. 
Clo. Yam _as well acquainted here, as I was in our house of 
profession: one would think, it were mistress Over-done’s own 
house, for here be manyof her old customers. First, here ’s 
young Mr. Rash; he’s in for a commodity of brown paper and old 
ginger, ninescore and seventeen pounds, of which he made five 
marks, ready money: marry, then, ginger was not much in re- 
quest, for the old women were all dead. Then is there here one 
Mr. Caper, at the suit of master Threepile the mercer, for some 
four suits of peach-colour’d satin, which now peaches him a beg- 
gar. Then have we here young Dizzy , and young Mr. Deep-yow, 
and Mr. Copper-spur, and Mr. Starve-lackey, the rapier and 
dagger-man, and young Drop-heir that kill’d Lusty Pudding, and 
Mr. Forthright the tilter, and brave Mr. Shoe-tie the great travel- 
Jer, and wild Half-can that stabb’d Pots, and, F think, forty 
more’, all great doers in our trade, and are now for the Lord’s 
sake. 
Enter ABHORSON. 
Abhor. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither. 
Clo. Mr. Barnardine! you must rise and be hang’d, Mr. Bar- 
nardine. 
Abhor. ‘What, ho, Barnardine! 
Barnar. (Within.|. A pox o° your throats! Who makes that 
noise there?’ What are you? 
Clo. Your friends, Sir; the hangman. You must be so 
good, Sir, to rise and be put to death. 
Barnar. [Within.| Away, you rogue: away! Lam sleepy. 
Abhor. Tellhim, he must awake, and that quickly too. 
Clo. Pray, master Barnardine, awake till you are executed; 
and sleep afterwards. 
Abhor. Gointohim, and fetch him out. 
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Clo. He is coming, Sir, he is coming: K hear his straw 
rustle. 

Enter BARNARDINE. 

Abhor. Is the axe upon the block, sirrah? 

Clo. Very ready, Sir. 

Barnar. How now, Abhorson? what ’s the news with you? 

Abhor, Truly, Sir, I would desire you to clap into your 
prayers; for, look you, the warrant ’s come. 

Barnar. You rogue, Ihave been drinking all night: Iam not 
fitted for ’t. 

Clo. O, the better, Sir; for he that drinks all night, and is 
hang’d betimes in the morning, may sleep the sounder all the 
next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abhor. Look you, Sir; here comes your ghostly father. Do 
we jest now, think you? 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how hastily 
you are to depart, I am come to adyise you, comfort you, and 
pray with you. 

Barnar. Friar, not I: I have been drinking hard all night, 
and I will have more time to prepare me, or they shall beat out 
my brains with billets. I will not consent to die this day, that’s 
certain. 

Duke. O, Sir, you must; and therefore, I beseech you, 
Look forward on the journey you shall go. 


Barnar, 1 swear, I will not die to-day for any man’s per- 
suasion. 


Duke. But hear you, — 
Barnar. Not a word: if you haye any thing to say to me, 
come to my ward; for thence will not I to-day. [Exit. 


Enter Provost. 


Duke. Unfit tolive, ordie. O, gravel heart! — 
After him, fellows: -bring him to the block. 
[Exeunt Abnorson and Clown. 
Prov. Now, Sir; how do You find the prisoner? 
Duke, A creature unprepar’d, unmeet for death; 
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And, to transport him in the mind he is : 
‘Were damnable. 
Prov. Here in the prison, father, 
There died this morning of a cruel fever 
One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate, 
A man of Claudio’s years; his beard, and head, 
Just of his colour. What if we do omit 
This reprobate, till he were well inclin’d , 
And satisfy the deputy with the Visage 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio? 
Duke. ©, ’tis an accident that heaven provides! 
Despatch it presently: the hour draws on 
Prefix’d by Angelo. See, this be done,’ 
And sent according to command, whiles I 
Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die. 
Prov. This shall be done, good father, presently. 
But Barnardine must die this afternoon; 
And how shall we continue Claudio . 
To save me from the danger that might come, 
If he were known alive? 
Duke. Let this be done. — Put them in secret holds : 
Both Barnardine and Claudio :| ’ 
Ere twice the sun hath made his journal greeting 
To yond generation, you shall find 
Your safety manifested, 
Prov. Tam your free dependant. 
Duke. Quick, despatch, and send the head to Angelo. 
[Exit Provost. 
Now wil! I write letters to Angeio , 
(The provost, he shall bear them) whose contents 
Shall witness to him, Iam near at home, 
And that by great injunctions I am bound 
To enter publicly: him I ’ll desire 
To meet me at the consecrated fount, 
A league below the city; and from thence, 
By cold gradation and weal-balanc’d.form : 
We shall proceed with Angelo. 
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Re-enter Provost. ii 


Prov. Here is the head; I'll carry it myself. 
Duke. Convyenientisit. Make a swift return, 
For I would commune with you of such things, 
That want no ear but yours. 
Prov. Ill make all speed. [Exit ne 
Isab. [Within.] Peace, ho, be here! | ie 
Duke. The tongue of Isabel. — She ’s come to know, Mi 
If yet her brother’s pardon be come hither ; 
But I will keep her ignorant of her good, 
To make her heayenly comforts of despair, iN 
When it is Jeast expected. Hi 


Enter ISABELLA. 


Isab, Ho! by your leave. 
Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gracious daughter. 
Isab. The better, given me by so holy a man. 
Hath yet the deputy sent my brother’s pardon? 
Duke. He hath releas’d him, Isabel, from the world. 
His head is off, and sent to Angelo. 
Isab.. Nay, but itis not so. 
Duke. It is no other. 
Show your wisdom, daughter, in your close patience. 
Isab. O, Iwillto him, and pluck out his eyes! 
Duke. You shall not be admitted to his sight. 
Isab. Unhappy Claudio! Wretched Isabel! 
Injurious world! Most damned Angelo! 
Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot: 
Forbear it therefore; give your cause to heaven. 
Mark what I say, which you shall find 
By every syllable a faithful verity. 
The duke comes home to-morrow; — nay, dry your eyes: 
One of our conyent, and his confessor, 
Gives me this instance. Already he hath carried 
Notice to Escalus and Angelo, 
Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, 
There to give up their power. Ifyou can, pace your wisdom 
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In that good path that I would wish it go; 
hie And you shall have your bosom on this wretch, 
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart, 
And general honour. 
[sabe i Tam directed by you. 
Duke. This letter, then, to friar Peter give; 
He | ’T is that he sent me of the duke’s return: 
Say, by this token, I desire his company 
At Mariana’s house to-night. Her cause, and yours 
Ml I'll perfect him withal, and he shall bring you 
Before the duke; and to the head of Angelo 
hit Accuse him home, and home. For my poor self, 
ih I am combined by a sacred vow, 
And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter. 
Li Command these fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart: trust not my holy order, 
if I pervert your course. — Who’s here? 


Enter Lucto. 


Lah Lucio. Good even. 
halt Friar, where is the provost? 
Duke. Not within, Sir. 


Lucio. O, pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine heart, to see 
thine eyes so red: thou must be patient. I am fain to dine and 
Wa sup with water and bran; I dare not for my head fill my belly: 
| one fruitful meal would set me to’t. But, they say, the duke 
will be here to-morrow. By my troth, Isabel, I loved thy 
brother: if the old fantastical duke of dark corners had been at 
| home, he had lived. [Exit Isspeuna. 
aly Duke. Sir, the duke is marvellous little beholding to your 

' reports; but the best is, he lives not in them. 
Lucio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke so well as I do: 

he’s a better woodman than thou takest him for. 


Duke. Well, you'll answer this one day. Fare ye well. 


Lucio. Nay, tarry; I'll go along withthee. can tell thee 
pretty tales of the duke. 
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Duke. You haye told me too many of him already, Sir, if a 
they be true; if not true, none were enough. ie 

Lucio. Iwas once before him for getting a wench with child. 

Duke. Did yousucha thing? a. 

Lucio. Yes, marry, did 1; but I was fain to forswear it: ee 
they would else have married me to the rotten medlar. | 

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honest. Rest you i 
well. 

Lucio. By my troth, I'll go with thee to the lane’s end. If 
bawdy talk offend you, we ’ll have very little of it. Nay, friar, { 
am a kind of burr; I shall stick. { Haeunt. 


SCENE IV. 
A Room in ANGELO’s House. 


Kinter ANGELO and Escasus. 
Hscal. Every letter he hath writ hath disvouch’d other. 

Ang. In most uneven and distracted manner. 

His actions show much like to madness: pray heaven, 
His wisdom be not tainted! 

And why meet him at the gates, and re-deliver 

Our authorities there? 

Eseal. Iguess not. 

Ang. And why should we 
Proclaim it in an hour before his ent’ring, 

That if any craye redress of injustice , 
They should exhibit their petitions 
In the street? 

Escal. He shows his reason for that: to have a despatch of 
complaints, and to deliver us from devices hereafter, 
Which shall then have no power to stand against us. 

Ang. Well, Ibeseech you, let it be proclaim’d: 
Betimes i’ the morn, I’! call you at your house. 

Give notice to such men of sort and suit, 
As are to meet him. 


Eseal. Ishall, Sir: fare you well. [ Lait. 
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Ang. Good night. — 
This deed unshapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflowered maid, 
And by an eminent body, that enfore’d 
The law against it! —- But that her tender shame 
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss, 
How might she tongue me! Yet reason dares her? — no 
For my authority bears of a credent bulk 
That no particular scandal once can touch, 
But it confounds the breather. He should have liy’d, 
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense, 
Might in the times to come have ta’en revenge, 
By so receiving a dishonour’d life 
With ransom of such shame. Would yet he had liv’d! 
Alack! when once our grace we have forgot , P 
Nothing goes right: we would, and we would not. [Euxit. 


SCENE V. 
Fields without the Town. 


Enter Duke, in his own habit, and Friar Pever. 


Duke. These letters at fittime deliver me. [Giving letters. 
The provost knows our purpose, and our plot. 
The matter being afoot, keep your instruction, 
And hold you ever to our special drift , 
Though sometimes you do blench from this to that, 
As cause doth minister. Go, call at Flavius’ house, 
And tell him where I stay: give the like notice 
To Valentius, Rowland, and to Crassus, 
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate; 
But send me Flavius first. 
F. Peter. It shall be speeded well. [Hatt Friar. 


Enter Varrtus. 
Duke. (thank thee, Varrius; thou hast made good haste. 
Come, we will walk: there ’s other of our friends 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI. 
Street near the City Gate. 


Enter IsABELLA and MARIANA. 
Isab. To speak so indirectly, Iam loath: 
I would say the truth; but to accuse him so, 
That is your part; yet I’m advis’d to do it, 
He says, to veil full purpose. 
Mari. ~ Be rul’d by him. 
Isab., Besides, he tells me, that if peradyenture 
He speak against me on the adverse side, 
T should not think it strange; for ’t is a physic, 
That ’s bitter to sweet end. 
Mart. Uwould, friar Peter — 
Isab. O, peace! the friar is come. 
Enter Friar PEvER. 
F. Peter. Come; Ihave found you out a stand most fit, 
Where you may hate such vantage on the duke, 
He shall not pass you. Twice have the trumpets sounded: 
The generous and gravest citizens 
Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The duke is ent’ring: therefore hence, away. [Exeunt. 


ACT Y. SCENE I. 
A public Place near the City Gate. 


Mariana, (veil’d,) Isanetua, and Perer, at a distance. 
Enter at several doors, Duxr, Varrius, Lords; ANGELO, 
Escauus, Lucio, Provost, Officers, and Citizens. 

Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly met: — 

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you. 

Ang. and Escal. Happy return be to your royal grace! 
Duke. Many and hearty thankings to you both. 

We have made inquiry of you; and we hear 

Such gocdness of your justice, that our soul 

Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks , 

Forerunning more requital. 

I. 


oa eos 
: 


e aniainiiiiheniiiems kai it keine os Seok ke. tho ee 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE, 


66 


Ang. You make my bonds still greater. 
Duke. ©! your desert speaks loud; andI should wrong it, 

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom, 

When it deserves with characters of brass 

A forted residence ’gainst the tooth of time, 

| And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand, 

rae ; And let the subject see, to make them know 

ie That outward courtesies would fain proclaim 

Hid Favours that keep within. — Come, Escalus; 

You must walk by us on our other hand, ‘ 

| And good supporters are you. 


Friar Pever and Isapenva come forward. 


a F. Peter. Now is your time. «Speak loud, and kneel before 
hal him. 
tik Isab. Justice, O royal duke! Vail your regard 
Upon a wrong’d, I would fain have said, a maid! 
O worthy prince! dishonour not your eye 
Hig By throwing it on any other object, 
ae Till you have heard me in my true complaint, 
And given me justice, justice, justice, justice! 
Duke. Relate your wrongs: in what? by whom? Be brief. 
Here is lord Angelo shall give you justice: 
Reyeal yourself to him. 
Isab. O, worthy duke! 
You bid me seek redemption of the deyil. 
Hear me yourself; for that which I must speak 
Must either punish me, not being believ’d, 
Or wring redress from you. Hear me, O, hear me, here! 
Ang. My lord, her wits, [fear me, are not firm: 
She hath been a suitor to me for her brother, 
Cat off by course of justice. 
qsab. By course of justice! 
Ang. And she will speak most bitterly, and strange. 
Isab. Most strange, but yet mosttruly, willl speak. 
That Angelo’s forsworn, is it not strange? 
That Angelo ’s a murderer, is ’t not strange? 
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That Angelo is an adultcrous thief, 
An hypocrite, a virgin-violator, 
Is it not strange, and strange? 


Duke. Nay, it is ten times strange. 


Isab. tis not truer he is Angelo, 
Than this is all as true as it is strange: 
Nay, itis ten times true; for truth is truth 
To th’ end of reckoning. 


Duke. Away with her. — Poor soul! 


She speaks this in th’ infirmity of sense. 


Isab. Oprince, I conjure thee, as thou beliey’st 


There is another comfort than this world, 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 


That Iam touch’d with madness: make not impossible 
That which but seems unlike. ’T is not impossible, 


But one, the wicked’st caitiff on the ground, 
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute, 
As Angelo; even so may Angelo, 
Jn all his dressings, characts, titles, forms, 
Be an arch-yillain. Believe it, royal prince: 
If he beless, he’s nothing; but he’s more, 
Had I more name for badness. 
Duke. By mine honesty, 
If she be mad, as I believe no other, 
Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense, 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As e’er [heard in madness. 
Isab. O, gracious duke! 
Harp not on that; nor do not banish reason 
Yor inequality; but let your reason serve 
To make the truth appear, where it seems hid, 
And hide the false seems true. 


Duke. Many that are not mad, 
Have, sure, more lack of reason. —- What would you say? 


Jsab. Yam the sister of one Claudio, 
Condemn’d upon the act of fornication 
To lose his head; condemn’d by Angelo. 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


I, in probation of a sisterhood, 
Was sent to by my brother; one Lucio 
As then the messenger ; — 
Lucio. That ’sI, an’t like your grace. 
I came to her from Claudio, and desir’d her 
To try her gracious fortune with lord Angelo, 
For her poor brother’s pardon. 


Isab. That ’s he, indeed. 

Duke. You were not bid to speak. 

Lucio. No, my good lord; 
Nor wish’d to hold my peace. 

Duke. I wish you now, then: 


Pray you, take note of it; and when you have 
A business for yourself, pray heayen, you then 
Be perfect. : 
Lucio. warrant your honour. 
Duke. The warrant’s for yourself: take heed to it. 
Isab. This gentleman told somewhat of my tale. 
Lucio. Right. 
Duke. Itmayberight; but you are in the wrong 
To speak before your time. — Proceed. 
Isab. I went 
To this pernicious, caitiff deputy. 
Duke. That ’s somewhat madly spoken. 
Isab. Pardon it: 
The phrase is to the matter. . 
Duke. Mended again: the matter? — Proceed. 
Isab. In brief, — to set the needless process by , 
How I persuaded, howI pray’d, and kneel'd, 
How he refell’d me, and how I repli'd, 
(For this was of much length) the vile conclusion 
I now begin with grief and shame to utter. 
He would not, but by gift of my chaste body 
To his concupiscible intemperate lust, 
Release my brother; and, after much debatement, 
My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour, 
And I did yield tohim. But the next morn betimes, 
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His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant 
For my poor brother’s head. 
Duke. This is most likely. 
Isab. O, that it were as like, as it is true! 
Duke. By heaven, fond wretch! thou know’st not what thou 
speak’st, 
Or else thou art suborn’d against his honour, 
In hateful practice. First, his integrity 
Stands without blemish: next, it imports no reason, 
That with such yehemency he should pursue 
Faults proper to himself: if he had so offended, 
He would have weigh’d thy brother by himself, 
And not haye cut him off. Some one hath set you on: 
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice 
Thou cam’st here to complain. 
Isab. And is this all? 
Then, O! you blessed ministers above, 
Keep mein patience; and, with ripen’d time, 
Unfold the eyil which is here wrapt up 
In countenance! — Heaven shield your grace from woe, 
AsI, thus wrong’d, hence unbelieyed go! 
Duke. know, you’d fain be gone. — An officer! 
To prison with her. — Shall we thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall 
Onhim so nearus? This needs must be a practice. 
Who knew of your intent, and coming hither? 
Isab. One that I would were here, friar Lodowick. 
Duke. A ghostly father, belike. — Who knows that Lodo- 
wick? . 
Lucio. My lord, Iknowhim: ’tis a meddling friar; 
I do not like the man: had he been lay, my lord, 
For certain words he spake against your grace 
In your retirement, [had swing’d him soundly. 
Duke. Words againstme? This a good friar, belike! 
And to set on this wretched woman here 
Against our substitute! — Let this friar be found. 
Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that friar 
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I saw them at the prison. A saucy friar, 
A very scurvy fellow. 


F’. Peter. Blessed be your royal grace! 
Ihave stood by, my lord, and I have heard 
Your royal ear abus’d. First, hath this woman 
Most wrongfully accus’d your substitute, 
Who is as free from touch or soil with her, 
As she from one ungot. 
Duke. We did believe no less. 
Know you that friar Lodowick, that she speaks of ? 
F, Peter. know him for a man diyine and holy; 
Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler, 
As he’s reported by this gentleman; 
And, on my trust, aman that never yet 
Did, as he youches, misreport your grace. 


Lucio. My lord, most vyillainously: believe it. 


F. Peter. Well; he in time may come to clear himself, 
But at this instant he is sick, my lord, 
Of a strange fever. Upon his mere request, 
Being come.to knowledge that there was complaint 
Intended ’gainst lord Angelo, came I hither, 
To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth knowi 
Is true, and false; and what he with his oath, 
And all probation, will make up full clear, 
‘Whensoever he’s conyented. First, for this woman, 
To justify this worthy nobleman, . 
So vulgarly and personally accus’d, 
Her shall you hear disproyed to her eyes, 
Till she herself confess it. 
Duke. Good friar, let ’s hear it. 
[IsaneLua is carried off guarded; and Mariana 
comes forward. 
Do you not smile at this, lord Angelo? — 
O heaven, the vanity of wretched fools ! — 
Give us some seats. — Come, cousin Angelo; 
In this I’ll be impartial: be you judge 
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Of your own cause. — Is this the witness, friar? 
First, let her show her face, and after speak. 
Mari. Pardon, my lord, I will not show my face, 
Until my husband bid me. 
Duke. What, are you married? 
Mari. No, my lord. 
Duke. Are you a maid? 
Mari. No, my lord. 
Duke. A widow then? 
Mari. " Neither, my lord. 
Duke. Why, you 
Are nothing then: neither maid, widow, nor wife? 
Lucio. My lord, she may be a punk; for many of them are 
neither maid, widow, nor wife. 
Duke. Silence that fellow: I would, he had some cause 
To prattle for himself. 
Lucio. Well, mytord. 
Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne’er was married ; 
And, Iconfess, besides, Iam no maid: 
I have known my husband, yet my husband knows not 
That ever he knew me. 
Lucio. Wewas drunk then, my lord: it can be no better. 
Duke. For the benefit of silence, ’would thou wert so too! 
Lucio. Well, my lord. 
Duke. This isno witness for Jord Angelo. 
Mari. NowIlcometo’t, my lord. 
She that accuses him of fornication, 
In self-same manner doth accuse my husband; 
And charges him, my lord, with such atime, 
When, I’ll depose, Thad him in mine arms, 
With all th’ effect of love. 


Ang. Charges she more than me? 
Mari. Not that I know. 
Duke. No? you say, your husband. 


Mari. Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo, 
Who thinks, he knows, that he ne’er knew my body, 
But knows, he thinks, that he knows Isabel’s. 
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Ang. This is astrange abuse. — Let’s see thy face. 
Mari. My husband bids me; now I will unmask. 
(Unveiling. 
This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 
Which once, thou swor’st, was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand, which, with a vow’d contract, 
Was fast belock’d in thine: this is the body 
That took away the match from Isabel, 
And did supply thee at thy garden-house 
In her imagin’d person. 


Duke: Know you this woman? 
Lucio. Carnally, she says. 
Duke. Sirrah, no more. 


Lucio. Enough, my lord. 
Ang. My lord, Imust confess, I know this woman; 
And five years since there was some speech of marriage 
Betwixt myself and her, which was broke off, 
Partly, for that her promised proportions 
Came short of composition; but, in chief, 
For that her reputation was disvalued 
In levity: since which time of five years 
I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her, 
Upon my faith and honour. 
Mari. Noble prince, 
As there comes light from heaven, and words from breath, 
As there is sense in truth, and truth in virtue, 
I am affianc’d this man’s wife, as strongly 
As words could make up vows: and, my good lord, 
But Tuesday night last gone, in’s garden-house, 
He knew me asa wife. As this is true 
Let me in safety raise me from my knees, 
Or else for ever be confixed here, 
A marble monument. 
Ang. I did but smile till now: 
Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice; 
My patience here is touch’d. I do perceive, 
These poor informal women are no more 
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But instruments of some more mightier member, 
That sets them on. Let me have way, my lord, 
To find this practice out. 

Duke. Ay, with my heart; 

And punish them to your height of pleasure. — 

Thou foolish friar, and thou pernicious woman, 
Compact with her that’s gone, think’st thou, thy oaths, 
Though they would swear down each particular saint, 
Were testimonies against his worth and credit, 

That ’s seal’d in approbation? — You, lord Escalus, 

Sit with my cousin: lend him your kind pains 

To find out this abuse, whence ’t is deriv’d. — 

There is another friar that set them on; 

Let him be sent for. 

F’. Peter. Would he were here, my lord; for he, indeed, 
Hath set the women on to this complaint. 

Your provost knows the place where he abides, 
And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Go, do it instantly. — [Exit Provost. 
And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin , 

Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth, 

Do with your injuries as seems you best, 

In any chastisement: I for a while 

Willleave you; but stir not you, till you have well 
Determined upon tlfese slanderers. 

Escal. My lord, we ’Il do it thoroughly. — [Hit Duxe. 
Signior Lucio, did not you say, you knew that friar Lodowick to 
be a dishonest person? 

Lucio. Cucullus non facit monachum: honest in nothing, 
but in his clothes; and one that hath spoke most yillainous 
speeches of the duke. 

Escal. We shall entreat you to abide here tillhe come, and 
enforce them against him. We shall find this friar a notable 
fellow. 

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word. 

Escal, Call that same Isabel here once again: [To an Atten- 
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dant.] I would speak with her. Pray you, my lord, give me 
leave to question; you shall see how I'll handle her. 

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report. 

Escal. Say you? 

Lucio. Marry, Sir, I think, if you handled her privately, 
she would sooner confess: perchance, publicly she ’Il be ashamed. 


fie-enter Officers, with IsapeLua: the Duke, in a Friar’s 
habit, and Provost. 
Escal. I will go darkly to work with her, 
Lucio. That’s the way; for women are light at midnight. 
Escal. Come on, mistress. [Zo Isapenua.] Here ’s a 
gentlewoman denies all that you have said. 


Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke of; here, with 
the provost. 


Escal. In very good time: — speak not you to him, till we 
call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum. 

Escal, Come, Sir. Did you set these women on to slander 


Jord Angelo? they have confess’d you did. 


Duke. ’T is false. 
Escal. How! know you where you are? 
Duke. Respect to your great place! and let the devil 


Be sometime honour’d for his burning throne. — 
Where is the duke? ’t is he should hear me speak. 
Escal. The duke’s inus, and we will hear you speak: 
Look, you speak justly. 
Duke. Boldly, at least. — But, O, poor souls! 
Come you to seck the lamb here of the fox? 
Good night to your redress. Is the duke gone? 
Then is your cause gone too. The duke’s unjust, 
Thus to retort your manifest appeal, 
And put your trial in the yillain’s mouth, 
Which here you come to accuse. 
Lucio. This is the rascal: this is he I spoke of. 
Escal. Why, thou unreverend and unhallow’d friar! 
Is ‘t not enough, thou hast suborn’d these women 


ED 


MEASURE YOR MEASURE. 


To accuse this worthy man, but, ia foul mouth, 
And in the witness of his proper ear, 
To call him villain? And then to glance from him a 
To the duke himself, to tax him with injustice ? -— 

Take him hence; to the rack with him: — We ’Il touze you 
Joint by joint, but we will know his purpose. — | 
What! unjust? ie 

Duke. Benotsohot; the duke dare i | 
No more stretch this finger of mine, than he i 
Dare rack his own: his subject am I not, 

Nor here provincial. My business in this state 
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna, 

Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble, 

Till it o’er-run the stew: laws for all faults, 

But faults so countenanc’d, that the strong statutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber’s shop , 

As much in mock as mark. 

Escal. Slander to the state! Away with him to prison. 

Ang. What can you vouch against him, signior Lucio? 
Is this the man that you did tell us of? 

Lucio. ’T is he, my lord. — Come hither, goodman bald- 
pate: do you know me? 

Duke. remember you, Sir, by the sound of your voice: I 
met you at the prison, in the absence of the duke. 

Lucio. O! did you so? And do you remember what you 
said of the duke? 

Duke. Most notedly, Sir. 

Lucio. Doyouso, Sir? And was the duke a fleshmonger, 
a fool, and a coward, as you then reported him to be? 

Duke. You must, Sir, change persons with me, ere you 
make that my report: you, indeed, spoke so of him; and much 
more, much worse. 

Lucio. O, thou damnable fellow! Did not I pluck thee by ny 
the nose, for thy speeches? La 

Duke. Uprotest, I love the duke as I love myself. 

Ang. Hark how the villain would close now, after his trea- 
sonable abuses. 
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Escal. Such a fellow is not to be talk’d withal: — Away with 
him to prison. — Where is the provost? — Away with him to 
prison. Lay bolts enough upon him, let him speak no more. —- 
Away with those giglots too, and with the other confederate 
companion. {The Provost lays hand on the Duxr. 

Duke. Stay, Sir; stay a while. 

Ang. What! resistshe? Help him, Lucio. 

Lucio. Come, Sir; come, Sir; come, Sir; foh! Sir. 
Why, you bald-pated, lying rascal! you must be hooded, must 
you? show your knave’s visage, with a pox to you! show your 
sheep-biting face, and be hang’d an hour. Will ’t not off? 

[Pulls off the Friar’s hood, and discovers the DuKE. 

Duke. Thou art the first knave, that e’er made a duke. — 
First, provost, let me bail these gentle three. — 

Sneak not away, Sir; [To Lucro.] for the friar and you 
Must have a word anon. — Lay hold on him. 
Lucio. This may prove worse than hanging. 
Duke. What you have spoke, I pardon; sit you down. 
[To Escanus. 
We ‘ll borrow place of him: — Sir, by your leave. 
[To ANGELO. 
Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 
That yet can do thee office? If thou hast, 
Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 
And hold no longer out. 
Ang. O, my dread Jord! 
T should be guiltier than my guiltiness, 
To think I can be undiscernible, 
When I perceive your grace, like power divine, 
Hath look’d upon my passes: Then, good prince, 
No longer session hold upon my shame, 
But let my trial be mine own confession: 
Immediate sentence then, and sequent death, 
Is all the grace I beg. 

Duke. Come hither, Mariana. — 

Say, wast thou e’er contracted to this woman? 
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Ang. Iwas, my lord. 
Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her instantly. — a 
Do you the office, friar; which consummate , i 
Return him here again. — Go with him, provost. 
[Exeunt ANGELO, Marrana, Perer, and Provost. in: 


Escal. My lord, Iam more amaz’d at his dishonour, ia 
Than at the strangeness of it. 
Duke. Come hither, Isabel. 
Your friar is now your prince: as I was then 
Advertising and holy to your business, 
Not changing heart with habit, Iam still 
Attorney’d at your service. 

Tsab. O, give me pardon, 
That I, your vassal, have employ’d and pain’d 
Your unknown sovereignty ! 

Duke. You are pardon’d, Isabel: 
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother’s death, I know, sits at your heart; 
And you may marvel, why I obscur’d myself, 
Labouring to save his life, and would not rather 
Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power, 
Than let him so be lost. - 0, most kind maid! 
It was the swift celerity of his death, 
Which I did think with slower foot came on, 
That brain’d my purpose: but, peace be with him! 
That life is better life, past fearing death, 
Than that which lives to fear. Make it your comfort, 
So happy is your brother. 


Re-enter ANGELO, Manrana, PEvER, and Provost. 


Isab. Ido, my lord. 


Duke. For this new-married man, approaching here, 
Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong’d 
Your well-defended honour, you must pardon 
For Mariana’s sake. But, as he adjudg’d your brother, 
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(Being criminal, in double violation 
Of sacred chastity, ‘and of promise-breach, 
Thereon dependent, for your brother’s life, ) P 
The very mercy of the law cries out 
Most audible, even from his proper tongue, 
**An Angelo for Claudio, death for death!” 
Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure, 
Like doth quit like, and Measure still for Measure. 
Then, Angelo, thy fault ’s thus manifested , 
Which, though thou would’st deny, denies thee vantage. 
We do condemn thee to the very block 
Where Claudio stoop’d to death, and with like haste. — 
Away with him. 
Mart. O, my most gracious lord! 
I hope you will not mock me with a husband. 
Duke. It is your husband mock’d you with a husband. 
Consenting to the safeguard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit; else imputation, 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life, 
And choke your good tocome. For his possessions, 
Although by confiscation they are ours; 
We do instate and widow you withal, 
To buy you a better husband. 
Mari. O, my dear lord! 
I crave no other, nor no-better man. 
Duke. Never crave him: we are definitive. 
Mari. Gentle my liege, — [| Aineeling. 
Duke. You do but Jose your labour. 
Away with him to death. — Now, Sir, [Zo Lwcto.] to you. 
Mari. O, my good lord! — Sweet Isabel, take my part: 
Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 
I'll lend you; ‘all my life to do you service. 
Duke. Against all sense you do importune her: 
Should she kneel down in mercy of this fact, 
Her brother’s ghost his paved bed would break , 
And take her hence in horror. 
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Mari. Isabel , 
Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me: 
Hold up your hands, say nothing, I'll speak all. 
They say, best men are moulded out of faults, 
And, forthe most, become much more the better 
For being a little bad: so may my husband. 
O, Isabel! will you not lenda knee? 
Duke. He dies for Claudio’s death. 
Tsab. Most bounteous Sir, 
[Kneeling 
Look, ifit please you, on this man condemn’d, 
As if my brother liy’d. I partly think, 
A due sincerity govern’d his deeds, 
Till he did look on me: since it is so, 
Let him not die. My brother had but justice, 
In that he did the thing for which he died: 
For Angelo, 
His act did not o’ertake his bad intent; 
And must be buried but as an intent 
That perish’d by the way. Thoughts are no subjects, 
Intents but merely thoughts. 
Mart. Merely, my lord. 
Duke. Your suit’s unprofitable: standup, Isay. — 
I have bethought me of another fault. — 
Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded 
At an unusual hour? 
Prov. It was commanded so. 
Duke. Wad you a special warrant for the deed? 
Prov. No, my good lord: it was by private message. 
Duke. For which I do discharge you of your office : 
Give up your keys. 
Prov. Pardon me, noble lord: 
I thought it was a fault, but knew it not, 
Yet did repent me, after more advice; 
For testimony whereof, one in the prison, 
That should by private order else have died, 
I haye resery’d alive. 
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Duke. What’s he? ‘ 
Prov. His name is Barnardine. 
Duke. Ywould thou had’st done so by Claudio. — 

Go, fetch him hither: Jet me look upon him. [Exit Provost. 


Escal. Jam sorry, one so learned and so wise 
As you, lord Angelo, have still appear’d , 
Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood, 
And lack of temper’d judgment afterward. 

Ang. Jam sorry that such sorrow I procure; 
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart, 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy : 
‘T is my deserving, and I do entreat it. 


fie-enter Provost, BARNARDINE, CLaupIo, and Jura. 


Duke. Which is that Barnardine? 
Prov. This, my lord. 
Duke. There was a friar told me of this man. — 
Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul, 
That apprehends no farther than this world, 
And squar’st thy life according. Thou ’rt condemned; 
But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all, 
And pray thee, take this mercy to provide 
For better times to come. — Friar, advise him: 
I leave him to your hand. — What muffled fellow ’s that? 
Prov. This is another prisoner that I say’, 
That should have died when Claudio lost his head, 
As like almost to Claudio as himself. [Unmuffles Cuauptro. 
Duke. fhe be like your brother, [To ISABELLA. | for his sake 
Is he pardon’d; and for your lovely sake 
Give me your hand, and say you will be mine, 
He is my brother too. But fitter time for that. 
By this lord Angelo perceives he’s safe: 
Methinks, I see a quick’ning in his eye. — 
Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well: 
Look that you love your wife; her worth, worth yours. — 
I find an apt remission in myself, 
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And yet here ’s one in place I cannot pardon. — 

You, sirrah, [Zo Lucio.] that knew me for a fool, a coward, 
One all of luxury, an ass, amadman: 

Wherein have I so desery’d of you, 

That you extol me thus? 


Lucio. ’Faith, my lord, I spoke it but according to the trick. 
If you will hang me for it, you may; but I had rather it would 
please you, I might be whipp’d. 
Duke.  Whipp’d first, Sir, and hang’d after. — 
Proclaim it, provost, round about the city, 
If any woman ’s wrong’d by this lewd fellow, 
(As Ihave heard him swear himself there ’s one 
Whom he begot with child) let her appear, 
And he shall marry her: the nuptial finish’d , 
Let him be whipp’d and hang’d 


Lucio. beseech your highness, do not marry me to a whore! 
Your highness said even now I made you a duke: good my lord, 
do not recompense me in making me a cuckold. 

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry her. 

Thy slanders I forgive; and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits. — Take him to prison, 
And see our pleasure herein executed. 

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is pressing to death, 
whipping, and hanging. 

Duke. Slandering a prince deserves it. — 

She, Claudio, that you wrong’d, look you restore. — 
Joy to you, Mariana! — love her, Angelo: 

I have confess’d her, and I know her virtue. — 
Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much goodness: 
There ’s more behind that is more gratulate. 

Thanks, proyost, for thy care, and secrecy; 

Whe shall employ thee in a worthier place. — 

Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 

The head of Ragozine for Claudio’s: 

Th’ offence pardons itself. — Dear Isabel, 

I have a motion much imports your good; 

I. 
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Whereto if you Il a willing ear incline, 

What ’s mine is yours, and what is yours is mine. — 

So, bring us to our palace; where we ‘Il show 

What’s yet behind, that’s meet you all should know. 
[Exeunt. 
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THE COMEDY OF ERRORS, 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


SOLINUS, Duke of Ephesus. ANGELO, a Goldsmith. 
/EGEON, a Merchant of Syracuse. A Merchant, Friend to Antipholus 


ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse. 
of Ephesus Twin Brothers , PINCH, a Schoolmaster. 
ANTIPHOLUS Sons to Hgeon 
ore aes and Amilia. § ®MILIA, Wife to Egeon. 
DROMIO of ADRIANA, Wife to Antipholus of 
Ephesus Twin Brothers, Ephesus. ; 
DROMIO Me Attendants on the LUCIANA, her Sister. 
; two Antipholuses. LUCE, Servant to Adriana. 
Syracuse, 


A Courtezan. 
BALTHAZAR, a Merchant. 


Jailor, Officers, and other Attendants. 
SCENE, Ephesus. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
A Hall in the Duxr’s Palace. 


Enter Soutnus, Duke of Ephesus, AAckon, a Merchant of 
Syracusa, Jailor, Officers, and other Attendants. 
fige. Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall, 
And by the doom of death end woes and all. 
Duke. Merchant of Syraeusa, plead no more. 
Iam not partial, to infringe our laws: 
The enmity and discord, which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, — 
Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 
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Have seal’d his rigorous statutes with their bloods , — 
Excludes all pity from our threat’ning looks. 
For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
’Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us, 
It hath in solemn synods been decreed , 
Both by the Syracusians and ourselves , 
To admit no traffic to our adverse towns: 
Nay, more, ifany, born at Ephesus, 
Be seen at any Syracusian marts and fairs; 
Again, if any Syracusian born 
Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies; 
His goods confiscate to the duke’s dispose, 
Unless a thousand marks be levied , 
To quit the penalty, and to ransom him. 
Thy substance, valued at the highest rate, 
Cannot amount unto a hundred marks; 
Therefore, by law thou art condemn’d to die. 
Aige. Yet this my comfort; when your words are done, 
My woes end likewise with the evening sun. 
Duke. Well, Syracusian; say, in brief, the cause 
Why thou departedst from thy native home, 
And for what cause thou cam’st to Ephesus. 
4ige. A heavier task could not have been impos'd, 
Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable; 
Yet, that the world may witness, that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 
I’}l utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 
In Syracusa was I born; and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me, 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad. 
With her I liv’d in joy: our wealth increas’d, 
By prosperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum; till my factor’s death, 
And the great care of goods at random left 
Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse: 
From whom my absence was not six months old, 
Before herself (almost at fainting under 
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The pleasing punishment that women bear) 

Had made provision for her following me, 

And soon, andsafe, arrived where I was. 

There had she not been long, but she became 

A joyful mother of two:goodly sons ; 

And, which was strange, the one so like the other, 
As could not be distinguish’d but by names. 

That very hour, and in the self-same inn, 

A poor mean woman was delivered 

Of sucha burden, male twins, both alike. 

Those, for their parents were exceeding poor, 

I bought, and brought up to attend my sons. 

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys, 

Made daily motions for our home return : 

Unwilling Iagreed. Alas, too soon we came aboard! 
A league from Epidamnum had we sail’d, 

Before the always-wind-obeying deep 

Gave any tragic instance of our harm: 

But longer did we not retain much hope; 

For what obscured light the heavens did grant 

Did but convey unto our fearful minds 

A doubtful warrant of immediate death; 

Which, though myself would gladly have embrac’d, 
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife, 

Weeping before for what she saw must come, 

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 

That mourn’d for fashion, ignorant what to fear, 
Fore’d me to seek delays for them and me. 

And this it was, — for other means was none. 

The sailors sought for safety by our boat, 

And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us. 

My wife, more careful for the latter-born, 
Had fasten’d him unto a small spare mast, 
Such as sea-faring men provide for storms: 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilst I had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus dispos’d, my wife andTI, 
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Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix’d, 
Fasten’d ourselves at either end the mast; 
And floating straight, obedient to the stream, 
Were carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 
At length the sun, gazing upon the earth, 
Dispers’d those vapours that offended us, 
And by the benefit of his wish’d light 
The seas wax’d calm, and we discovered 
Two ships from far making amain to us; 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this: 
But ere they came, — O, let me say no more! 
Gather the sequel by that went before. 
Duke. Nay, forward, old man; do not break off so, 
For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 
Aige. O, had the gods doneso, I had not now 
Worthily term’d them merciless to us! 
For, ere the ships could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encounter’d by a mighty rock, 
Which being violently borne upon, 
Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst; 
So that in this unjust divorce of us 
Fortune had left to both of us alike 
What to delight in, what to sorrow for. 
Her part, poor soul! seeming as burdened 
With lesser weight, but not with lesser woe, 
Was carried with more speed before the wind, 
And in our sight they three were taken up 
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
At length another ship had seized on us; 
And knowing whom it was their hap to save 
Gave healthful welcome to their shipwreck’d guests; 
And would have reft the fishers of their prey, 
Had not their bark been yery slow of sail, 
And therefore homeward did they bend their course, — 
Thus have you heard me sever’d from my bliss, 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d, 
To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. 
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Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sorrowest for, . i 
Do me the favour to dilate at full ee 
What hath befall’n of them, and thee, till now. @ 


Aige. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care, : 
At eighteen years became inquisitive if 
After his brother; and importun’d me, 
That his attendant (so his case was like, aa. 
Reft of his brother, but retain’d his name, ) I! 
Might bear him company in the quest of him; | 
Whom whilst I labour’d of a love to see, 
I hazarded the loss of whom I lov'd. 
Five summers have I spent in farthest Greece, 
Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia; 
And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus, 
Hopeless to find, yet loth to leave unsought 
Or that, or any place that harbours men. 
But here must end the story of my life; 
And happy were I in my timely death, 
Could all my travels warrant me they live. 


Duke. Hapless Augeon, whom the fates have mark’d 
To bear the extremity of dire mishap ! 
Now, trust me, were it not against our laws , 
Against my crown, my oath, my dignity , 
Which princes, would they, may not disannul, 
My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 
But though thou art adjudged to the death, 
And passed sentence may not be recall’d 
But to our honour’s great disparagement, 
Yet will I fayour thee in what [can : 
Therefore, merchant, 1 ’Il limit thee this day, 
To seek thy help by beneficial help. 
Try all the friends thou hast ia Ephesus; 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum, 
And live; ifno, then thou art doom’d to die, — 
Jailor, take him to thy custody. 


Jail. will, my lord. 
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Aige. Hopeless, and helpless, doth Algeon wend, 
But to procrastinate his lifeless end. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II: 
A public Place. 


Enter ANvIPHOLUS and Dromto of Syracuse, and a Merchant. 


Mer, Therefore, give out you are of Epidamnum, 
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate. 
This very day, a Syracusian merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here; 
And, not being able to buy out his life 
According to the statute of the town, 
Dies ere the weary sun set in the west. 
There is your money that I had to keep. 
Ant. S. Go, bear it to the Centaur, where we host, 
And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee. 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time: 
Till that, I’ll view the manners of the town, 
Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then return and sleep within mine inn, 
For with long travel I am stiff and weary. 
Get thee away. 
Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your word, 
And go indeed, having so good a mean. [Exit 
Ant. S. A trusty villain, Sir; that very oft, ? 
When I am dull with care and melancholy, 
Lightens my humour with his merry jests. 
What, will you walk with me about the town, 
And then go to my inn, and dine with me? 
Mer. Lam invited, Sir, to certain merchants, 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit; 
I crave your pardon. Soon at five o’clock, 
Please you, I'll meet with you upon the mart, 
And afterwards consort you till bed-time : 
My present business calls me from you now. 
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Ant. S: Farewell till then. I will go lose myself, r 
And wander up and down to view the city. i. 

Mer. Sir, 1 commend you to your own content. [ Exit. &§ 

Ant. S. He that commends me to mine own content, ie 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. ; se 
I to the world am like a drop of water, Ae 
That in the ocean seeks another drop; 
Who, falling there to find his fellow forth, th 
Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself: i 
Sol, to finda mother, anda brother, ! 
In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself. 


Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 


Here comes the aimanack of my true date. — 
What now? How chance thou art return’d so soon? 
Dro. E. Return’d so soon! rather approach’d too late. 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the spit , 
The clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell; 
My mistress made it one upon my cheek: 
She is so hot, because the meat is cold; 
The meat is cold, because you come not home; a 
You come not home, because you have no stomach; 
You have no stomach, having broke your fast; | 
But we, that know what ’t is to fast and pray, 
Are penitent for your default to-day. 
Ant. S. Stopin your wind, Sir. Tell me this, I pray; 
Where have you left the money that I gave you? 
Dro. E. O! sixpence, that I had 0’ Wednesday last 
To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper. 
The saddler had it, Sir; I kept it not. 
Ant. S. Iam notin a sportive humour pow. 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money? 
We being strangers here, how dar’st thou trust 
So great a charge from thine own custody? 
Dro. E. pray you, jest, Sir, as you sit at dinner. 
I from my mistress come to you in post; 
Iff return, I shall be post indeed, 
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For she will score your fault upon my pate. 
Methinks, your maw, like mine, should be your clock, 
And strike you home without a messenger. 
Ant. S. Come, Dromio, come; these jests are out of season : 
Reserve them till a merrier hour than this. 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee? 
Dro. E. Tome, Sir? why you gave no gold to me. 
Ant. S. Come on, sirknave; have done your foolishness, 
And tell me how thou hast dispos’d thy charge. 
Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch you from the mart 
Home to your house, the Phoenix, Sir, to diner. 
My mistress, and her sister, stay for you. 
Ant. S. Now, aslama Christian, answer me, 
In what safe place you have bestow’d my money, 
OrI shall break that merry sconce of yours, 
That stands on tricks when I am undispos’d. 
Where is the thousand marks thou had’st of me? 
Dro. E, have some marks of yours upon my pate; 
Some of my mistress’ marks upon my shoulders, 
But not a thousand marks between you both. 
If I should pay your worship those again, 
Perchance, you will not bear them patiently. 
Ant. S. Thy mistress’ marks! what mistress, slave, hast thou? 
Dro. E. Your worship’s wife, my mistress at the Phoenix; 
She that doth fast till you come home to dinner, 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinasr: 
Ant. S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my face , 


Being forbid? There, take you that, sir knave. [Strikes him. 

Dro. E. What mean you, Sir? for God’s sake, hold your 
hands. 

Nay, an you willnot, Sir, I'll take my heels. [Exit. 


Ant. S. Upon my life, by some device or other 
The villain is o’er-raught of all my money. 
They say, this town is full of cozenage; 
As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye, 
Dark-working sorcerers that change the mind, 
Soul-killing witches that deform the body, 
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Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks, ie 
And many such like liberties of sin: ie 
Ifit prove so, I will be gone the sooner. | ie 
I’ll to the Centaur, to go seek this slave: ug 

I greatly fear, my money is not safe. [Exit. 


ACT Il. SCENE I. mt 
A public Place. 


Enter ADRIANA, wife to AN'riPHOLUS Of Ephesus, and 
Luciana her sister. 

Adr. Neither my husband, nor the slave return’d, 
That in such haste I sent to seek his master? 

Sure, Luciana, itis two o’clock. 

Luc. Perhaps, some merchant hath invited him, 
And from the mart he’s somewhere gone to dinner. 
Good sister, let us dine, and never fret 
A man is master of his liberty: 

Time is their master; and, when they see time, 
They ‘Il go, or come: ifso, be patient, sister. 

Adr, Why should their liberty than ours be more? 

Luc. Because their business still lies out 0’ door. 

Adr. Look, whenIserye him so, he takes it ill. 

Luc. O! know heis the bridle of your will. 

Adr. There’s none but asses will be bridled so. 

Luc. Why, head-strong liberty is lash’d with woe. 
There ’s nothing, situate under heayen’s eye, 

But hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky: 
The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls, 
Are their males’ subjects, and at their controls. 
Men, more divine, the masters of all these, 
Lords of the wide world, and wild wat’ry seas , 
Indued with intellectual sense and souls, 
Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls, | 
Are masters to their females, and their lords: 
Then, let your will attend on their accords. 
Adr. This servitude makes you to keep unwed. 
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Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 
Adr, But, were you wedded, you would bear some sway 
Luc. EreTlearn love, I'll practise to obey. 
Adr. Howif your husband start some other where? 
Luc. Till he come home again, I would forbear. 
Adr. Patience unmov’d, no marvel though she pause; 

They can be meek, that have no other cause. 

A wretched soul, bruis’d with adversity , 

We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry; 

But were we burden’d with like weight of pain, 

As much, or more, we should ourselyes complain ; 

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee, 

With urging helpless patience would’st relieve me: 

But if thou live to see like right bereft, 

This fool-begg’d patience in thee will be left. 
Luc. Well, Iwill marry one day, but to try. — 

Here comes your man: now is your husband nigh. 


Enter Dromto of Ephesus. 


Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand? 

Dro. E. Nay, heis at two hands with me, and that my two 
ears can witness. 

Adr. Say, didst thou'speak with him? Know’st thou his mind? 

Dro. E. Ay ay; he told his mind upon mine ear. 

Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it. 

Luc. Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst. not feel his 
meaning? 

Dro. E, Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too well feel his 
blows; and withal so doubtfully, that I could scarce understand 
them. 

Adr. Butsay, Ipr’ythee, is he coming home? 

{t seems, he hath great care to please his wife. 

Dro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is horn-mad. 

Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain! 

Dro. E. 

But, sure, he is stark mad. 
When I desir’d him to come home to dinner, 


I mean not cuckold-mad; 
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He ask’d me for a thousand marks in gold: 
*T is dinner-time, quothI; my gold, quoth he: 
Your meat doth burn, quothI; my gold, quoth he: 
Will you come, quothI? my gold, quoth he: 
Where is the thousand marks I gave thee, villain? 
The pig, quothI, is burn’d; my gold, quoth he: 
My mistress , Sir, quoth I; hang up thy mistress ; 
I know not thy mistress: out on thy mistress! 
Luc. Quoth who? 
Dro. E. Quoth my master: 
Iknow, quoth he, no house, no wife, no mistress. 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 
Ithank him, I bear home upon my shoulders; 
For, in conclusion, he did beat me there. 
Adr. Goback again, thouslave, and fetch him home. 
Dro. E. Go back again, and be new beaten home? 
For God’s sake, send some other messenger. 
Adr. Back, slave, or I will break thy pate across. 
Dro. E. And he will bless that cross with other beating. 
Between you I shall have a holy head. 
Adr. Hence, prating peasant! fetch thy master home. 
Dro. E. Am ¥so round with you, as.you with me, 
That like a foot-ball you do spurn me thus? 
You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither : 
If I last in this service, you must case me in leather. (Exit. 
Luc. Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face! 
Adr. His company must do his minions grace, 
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look. 
Hath homely age th’ alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek? then, he hath wasted it: 
Are my discourses dull? barren my wit? 
If voluble and sharp discourse be marr’d, 
Unkindness blunts it, more than marble hard. 
Do their gay vestments his affections bait? 
That ’s not my fault; he’s master of my state. 
What ruins are in me, that can be found 
By him not ruin’d? then is he the ground 
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Of my defeatures. My decayed fair 

A sunny look of his would soon repair; 

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale, 
And feeds from home: poor I am but his stale. 


Luc.. Self-harming jealousy! — fie! beat it hence. 


Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dispense. 
I know his eye doth homage other where, 
Or else, what lets it but he would be here? 
Sister, you know, he promis’d mea chain: 
Would that alone, alone he would detain, 
So he would keep fair quarter with his bed! 
Isee, the jewel best enamelled 
Will lose his beauty: yet though gold ’bides still, 
That others touch, an often touching will 
Wear gold; and no man, that hatha name, 
By falsehood and corruption doth it shame. 
Since that my beauty cannot please his eye, 
I’ll weep what ’s left away, and weeping die. 
Lue. How many fond fools serve mad jealousy! [E«eunt. 


SCENE. II. 
The Same. 


Enter AntieHowus of Syracuse. 


Ant. S. The gold, I gave to Dromio, is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur; and the heedful slave 
Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out. 
By computation, and mine host’s report, 
I could not speak with Dromio, since at first 
I sent him from the mart. See, here he comes. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 


How now, Sir? is your merry humour alter’d? 
As you love strokes, so jest with me again. 

You know no Centaur? You receiv’d no gold? 
Your mistress sent to haye me home to dinner? 
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My house was at the Phenix? Wast thou mad, 
That thus so madly thou didst answer me? 

Dro. S. What answer, Sir? when spake I such a word? 

Ant. S. Even now, evenhere, not half an hour since. 

Dro. S. Idid not see you since you sent me hence, 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 

Ant. S. Villain, thou didst deny the gold’s receipt, 
And told’st me of a mistress, and a dinner; 

For which, I hope, thou felt’st I was displeas’d. 

Dro. S. Tam glad to see you in this merry vein. 
What means this jest? I pray you, master, tell me. 

Ant. S. Yea, dost thou jeer, and flout me in the teeth? 
Think’st thou, Ijest? Hold, take thouthat, and that. 

[Beating him. 

Dro. S. Hold, Sir, for God’s sake! now your jest is earnest: 
Upon what bargain do you give it me? 

Ant. S. Because that I familiarly sometimes 
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you, 

Your sauciness will jest upon my love, 

And make a common of my serious hours. 

When the sun shines let foolish gnats make sport, 
But creep in crannies when he hides his beams. 
If you will jest with me, know my aspect, 

And fashion your demeanour to my looks, 

Or I will beat this method in your sconce. 

Dro. S. Sconce, call you it? so you would leave battering, 
Thad rather have it a head: an you use these blows long, I must 
get a sconce for my head, and insconce it too; or else I shall seek 
my witin my shoulders. But, I pray, Sir, why am I beaten? 

Ant. §. Dost thou not know? 

Dro. S, Nothing, Sir; but that Iam beaten. 

Ant. S. Shall I tell you why? 

Dro. S. Ay, Sir, and wherefore; for, they say, every why 
hath a wherefore. 

Ant. S. Why, first, — for flouting me; and then, where- 
fore, — for urging it the second time to me. 
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Dro. S. Was there ever any man thus begten out of season, 

When, in the why, and the wherefore, is neither rhyme nor 
reason? — 

Well, Sir, I thank you. 

Ant. S. Thank me, Sir? for what? 

Dro.S. Marry, Sir, for this something, that you gave me 
for nothing. 

Ant S. I'll make you amends next, to give you nothing for 
something. Butsay, Sir, is it dinner-time? 

Dro. S. No, Sir: Ithink, the meat wants that I have. 

Ant. S.. In good time, Sir; what’s that? 

Dro. S. Basting. 

Ant. S. Well, Sir, then ’t will be dry. 

Dro. S. Ifitbe, Sir, I pray you eat none of it. 

Ant. S. Your reason? 

Dro. S. Lest it make you choleric; and purchase me another 
dry basting. 

Ant. S. Well, Sir, learn to jest in good time: there’s a time 
for all things. 

Dro. S. Y durst have denied that, before you were so cho- 
leric. 

Ant. S. By whatrule, Sir? 

Dro. S, Marry, Sir, bya rule as plain as the plain bald pate 
of father Time himself. 

Ant. S. Let’s hear it. 

Dro. S. There ’s no time for a man to recover his hair that 
grows bald by nature. 

Ant. S. May he not do it by fine and recovery? 

Dro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a periwig, and recover the 
Tost hair of another man. 

Ant. S. Why is Time such a niggard of hair, being, as itis, 
so plentiful an excrement? 

Dro. S. Because it is a blessing that he bestows on beasts: 
and what he hath scanted men in hair, he hath given them it wit. 

Ant. S. Why, but there ’s many a man hath more hair 
than wit. 
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Dro. S. Not a man of those, but he hath the wit to lose 
his hair. ie 
Ant. S. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men plain dealers, ie 
without wit. (i 
Dro. S. The plainer dealer, the sooner Jost: yet he loseth it i 
in a kind of jollity. ie 
Ant. S. For what reason? ie 
Dro. S. For two; and sound ones too. | 
Ant. S. Nay, not sound, I pray you. 
Dro. S. Sure ones then. 
Ant. S. Nay, notsure, ina thing falsing. 
Dro. S. Certain ones then. 
Ant. S. Name them. 
Dro. S. The-one, to save the money that he spends in ’tiring; 
the other, that at dinner they should not drop in his porridge. 
Ant. S. You would all this time have proved, there is no 
time for all things. 
Dro. S. Marry, and did, Sir; namely, e’en no time to 
recover hair lost by nature. 
Ant. S. But your reason was not substantial , why there is no 
time to recover. 
Dro. S. Thus I mend it: Time himself is bald, and there- 
fore, to the world’s end, will have bald followers. 
Ant. S, Iknew,’t would be a bald conclusion. 
But soft! who wafts us yonder? 


Enter ADRIANA and LUCIANA. 


Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange, and frown: 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects, 
Tam not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou unurg’d would’st vow 
That never words were music to thine ear, 
That never object pleasing in thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 
That never meat sweet-savour’d in thy taste, 
Unless Ispake, orlook’d, or touch’d, or carv'd to thee. 
How comes it now, my husband, O! how comes it, 
I. 
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That thou art then estranged from thyself?. 
Thyself I call it, being strange to me, 
That, undividable, incorporate, 
Am better than thy dear self’s better part. 
Ah, do not tear away thyself from me; 
For know, my love, as easy may’st thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulph, 
And take unmingled thence that drop again, 
Without addition or diminishing, 
As take from me thyself, and not me too. 
How dearly would it- touch thee to the quick, 
Should’st thou but hear I were licentious, 
And that this body, consecrate to thee, 
By ruffian lust should be contaminate! 
Would’st thou not spit atme, and spurn at me, 
And hurl the name of husband. in my face, 
And tear the stain’d skin off my harlot-brow, 
And from my false hand cut the wedding-ring , 
And break it with a deep-divorcing vow? 
I know thou can’st; and therefore, see, thou doit. 
I am possess’d with an adulterate blot; 
My blood is mingled with the crime of Just: 
For, if we two be one, and thou play false, 
I do digest the poison of thy flesh, 
Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 
Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed; 
I live disstain’d, thou undishonoured. 

Ant. S. Plead youto me, fair dame? . know you not. : 
In Ephesus I am but two hours old, 
As strange unto your town, as to your talk; 
Who, every word by all my wit being scann’d, 
Want wit in all one word to understand: 

Luc. Fie, brother: how the world is chang’d with you! 
When were you wont to use my sister thus? 
She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 

Ant. S.. By Dromio? 

Dro. S. By me? 
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Adr. By thee; and this thou didst return from him , — 
That he did buffet thee, and, in his blows 
Denied my house for his, me for his wife. 
Ant. S. Did youconyerse, Sir, with this gentlewoman? 
What is the course and drift of your compact? 
Dro. S. 1, Sir? Inever saw her till this time. 
Ant. S. Villain, thou liest; for even her very words 
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart. 
Dro. S, Inever spake with her in all my life. 
Ant, S. How can she thus then call us by our names, 
Unless it be by inspiration? 
Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity 
To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood! 
Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt, 
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine; 
Thou art an elm, my husband, Ia vine, 
Whose weakness, married to thy stronger state, 
Makes me with thy strength to communicate: 
If aught possess thee from me. it is dross, 
Usurpingivy, briar, or idle moss; 
Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 
Infect thy sap, and live on thy confusion. 
Ant. S. Tome she speaks; she moves me for her theme! 
What, was I married to her in my dream, 
Or sleep Inow, and think I hear all this? 
What error drives our eyes and ears amiss? 
Until I know this sure uncertainty, 
I’}] entertain the offer’d fallacy. 
Lue. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for dinner. 
Dro. S.. O, for my beads! I cross me fora sinner. 
This is the fairy land: O, spite of spites! 
We talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites. 
If we obey them not, this will ensue, 
They ’ll suck our breath, or pinch us black and blue. 
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Luc. Why prat’st thou to thyself, and answer’st not? 
Dromio, thou Dromio, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot! 
Dro. S. Yam transformed, master, am I not? 
Ant. S. think thou art, in mind, and soamI. 
Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind and in my shape. 
Ant. S. Thou hast thine own form, 
Dro. 8. No, Taman ape. 
Lue. If thou art chang’d to aught, ’tis to an ass. 
Dro. S. ’Tis true; sherides me, andI long for grass. 
‘Tis so, Tamanass; else it could never be, 
But I should know her, as well as she knows me. 
Adr, Come, come; no longer will I bea fool, 
To put the finger in the eye and weep, 
Whilst man and master laugh my woes to scorn. 
Come, Sir, to dinner. — Dromio, keep the gate. — 
Husband, I’ll dine above with you to-day, 
And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks. — 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your master, 
Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter. — 
Come, sister. — Dromio, play the porter well. 
Ant. S. AmTinearth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking? mad, or well-advis’d? 
Known unto these, and to myself disguis’d? 
I'll say as they say, and perseyer so, 
And in this mist, at all adventures, ‘go. 
Dro. S. Master, shall Ibe porter at the gate? 
Adr. Ay; and let none enter, lest I break your pate. 
Luc. Come, come, Antipholus; we dine too late. [Haxeunt. 


ACT Ill. SCENE I. 
The Same. 


Enter AnvieHotus of Ephesus, Dromto of Ephesus, ANGELO, 
and BALTHAZAR. 
Ant. E. Good signior Angelo, you must excuse us all; 
My wife is shrewish, when I keep not hours. 
Say, that [linger’d with you at your shop 
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To see the making of her carkanet, 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home; 
But here’s a villain, that would face me down 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him, 
And charg’d him with a thousand marks in gold; 
And that I did deny my wife and house. — 
Thou drunkard, thou, what did’st thou mean by this? 
Dro. E. Say what you will, Sir; but I know what I know. 
That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to show: 
If the skin were perchment, and the blows you gave were ink, 
Your own hand-writing would tell you what I think. 
Ant. EH, think, thou art an ass. 
Dro. E. Marry, so it doth appear, 
By the wrongs I suffer, and the blows I bear. 
should kick, being kick’d; and being at that pass, 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an ass. 
Ant. HE. You are sad, signior Balthazar: pray God, our 
cheer 
May answer my good-will, and your good welcome here. 
Bal. 1 hold your dainties cheap, Sir, and your welcome 
dear. 
Ant. E. QO, signior Balthazar, either at flesh or fish, 
A table-full of welcome makes scarce one dainty dish. 
Bal. Good meat, Sir, is common; that every churl affords. 
Ant. E. And welcome more common, for that’s nothing but 
words. 
Bal. Small cheer and great welcome makes a merry feast. 
Ant. FE, Ay, toaniggardly host, and more sparing guest: 
But though my cates be mean, take them in good part; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 
But soft! my doorislock’d. Go bid them let us in. 
Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, Gin’! 
Dro. S$. (Within.] Mome, malt-horse, capon, coxcomb, 
idiot, patch! 
Either get thee from the deor, or sit down at the hatch. 
Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call’st for such store, 
When one is one'too many? Go, get thee from the door. 
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Dro. E. What patch is made our porter? — My master stays 
in the street. . 
Dro. S. Let him walk from whens pe came, lest he catch 
cold on’s feet. 
Ant. E. Who talks within there? ho!- open the door. 
Dro. S. Right, Sir: I'll tell you when, an you ‘Il tell me 
wherefore. 
Ant. E. Wherefore? for my dinner: I have not din’d to-day. 
Dro.S. Nor to-day -here you must not, come again when 
you may. 
Ant. E, What art thou that keep’st me out from the house 
Iowe? 
Dro. S. The porter for this time, Sir; and my name is 
Dromio. 
Dro. E. OQ villain! thou hast stolen both mine office and my 
name: Ake 
‘The one ne’er got me credit, the other mickle blame. 
If thou had’st been Dromio to-day in my place, 
Thou would’st have chang’d thy face fora name, or thy name for 
an ass, 
Luce. [Within.] What a coil is there Dromio: who are those 
at the gate? 
Dro.E, Let my master in, Luce. 


Luce. Faith no; he comes too late: 
And so tell your master. ; 
Dro. E. O Lord! I must laugh: — 


Have at you with a proverb. — Shall I set in my staff? 

Luce., Have at you with another: that’s, — when? can you 
tell? 

Dro. S. If thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou hast answer’d 
him well. 

Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion? you ’Il let us in, I hope? 

Luce. Tthought to have ask’d you. 

Dro. S. And you said, no. 

Dro. E, So; come, help! well struck; there was blow for 
blow. 

Ant. H. Thou baggage, let me in. 
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Luce. Can you tell for whose sake? 
Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard. 
Luce. Let him knock till it ache. 


Ant. E. You’llcry for this, minion, if I beat the door down. 

Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of stocks in the town? 

Adr. [Within.] Who is that at the door, thatkeeps all this 
noise? 

Dro. S. By my troth, your town is troubled with unruly 
boys. 

Ant. E. Are you there, wife? you might have come before. 

Adr. Your wife, sir knave? go, get you from the door. 

Dro. E. If you went in pain, master, this knaye would go 
sore. 

Ang. Here is neither cheer, Sir, nor welcome: we would fain 
have either. 

Bal. In debating-which was best, we shall part with neither, 

Dro. E. They stand at the door, master: bid them welcome 


hither. 

Ant. E. There is something in the wind, that we cannot 
get in. 

Dro. E. You would say so, master, if your garments were 
thin. 


Your cake here is warm within; you stand here in the cold: 
It would make a man mad as a buck to be so,bought and sold. 


Ant. E. Go, fetch me something: I'll break ope the gate. 

Dro. S. Break any breaking here, and I ll break your knaye’s 
pate. 

Dro. E. Aman may break a word with you, Sir, and words 
are but wind; 


Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not behind. 


Dro. S. It seems, thou want’st breaking. Out upon thee, 
hind! 

Dro. E.- Here’s too much out upon thee! I pray thee, let 
me in. 

Dro S. ‘Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and fish have no fin. 

Ant. E. Well, 1’ll breakin. Go, borrow me a crow. 

Dro. E. Acrow without feather? master, mean you so? 
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For a fish without a fin, there ’s a fowl without a feather. 
Ifa crow help us in, sirrah, we ’ll pluck a crow together. 
Ant. E. Go, get thee gone: fetch me an iron crow. 
Bal. Have patience, Sir; O! letit not beso: 
Herein you war against your reputation, . 
And draw within the compass of suspect 
Th’ unviolafed honour of your wife. 
Once this , — Your long experience of her wisdom, 
Her sober virtue, years, and modesty, 
Plead on her part some cause to you unknown; 
And doubt not, Sir, but she will well excuse 
Why at this time the doors are made against you. 
Be rul’d by me: depart in patience, 
And let us to the Tiger all to dinner; 
And about evening come yourself alone 
To know the reason of this strange restraint. 
If by strong hand you offer to break in, 
Now in the stirring passage of the day, 
A vulgar comment will be made of it; 
And that supposed by the common route, 
Against your yet ungalled estimation, 
That may with foul intrusion enter in, 
And dwell upon your graye when you are dead: 
For slander lives upon succession. 
For ever housed, where it gets possession. 
Ant. E. You have prevail’d: I will depart in quiet, 
And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry. . 
I know a wench of excellent discourse, 
Pretty and witty; wild, and yet too, gentle; 
There will we dine: this woman that I mean, 
My wife (but, I protest, without desert, ) 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal: 
To her will we to dinner..— Get you home, 
And fetch the chain; by this, I know, ’t is made: 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine; 
For there ’s the house, That chain will I bestow 
(Be it for nothing but to spite my wife) 
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Upon mine hostess there. Good Sir, make haste. & 
Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me, 
I Il knock elsewhere, to see if they ‘Il disdain me. 
Ang. I'll meet you at that place, some hour hence. 
Ant. E. Doso. Thisjest shall cost me some expense. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE IL. @ 
The Same. . 


Enter Luctana, and ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse. 


Luc. And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A husband’s office? Shall, Antipholus, 
Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot? 
Shall love, in building, grow so ruinous? 
If you did wed my sister for her wealth, 
Then, for her wealth’s sake use her with more kindness: 
Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth: 
Muffle your false love with some show of blindness; 
Let not my sister read it in your eye; 
Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator; 
Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty ; 
Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger: 
Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted ; 
Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint: 
Be secret-false ; what need she be acquainted? 
What simple thief orags of his own attaint? 
’T is double wrong, to truant with your bed, 
And Jet her read it in thy looks at board: 
Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed; 
Ill deeds are doubled with an evil word. 
Alas, poor women! make us but believe, 
Being compact of credit, that you love us; 
Though others haye the arm, show us the sleeve, 
We in your motion turn, and you may move us. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again: 
Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife. 
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’T is holy sport to be a little yain , 
When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 
Ant. S. Sweet mistress, (what your name is else, I know not, 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine,) 
Less in your knowledge, and your grace you show not, 
) Than our earth’s wonder; more than earth divine. 
ae Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak: 
oar Lay open to my earthy gross conceit, 
Smother’d in errors, feeble, shallow, weak, 
The folded meaning of our words’ deceit. 
Against my soul’s pure truth, why labour you 
To make it wander in an unknown field? 
Are you a god? would you create me new? 
Transform me then, and to your power I'll yield. 
But ifthatlam I, then well I know, 
Your weeping sister is-no wife of mine, 
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe: 
Far more, far more, to you do I decline. 
O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note, 
To drown me.in thy sister’s flood of tears. 
Sing, syren, for thyself, and I will dote: 
Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden hairs, 
And as a bed I'll take thee, and there lie; 
And, in that glorious supposition, think 
He gains by death, that hath such means to die: 
Let Love, being light, be drowned if she sink ! 
Lue. What! are you mad, that you do reason so? 
Ant. S.. Notmad, but mated; how, I do not know. 
Luc. Itis a fault that springeth from your eye. 
Ant. 8. For gazing on your beams, fair sun, being by. 
Luc. Gaze where you should, and that will clear your sight 
Ant. S. As good to wink, sweet love, as look on night. 
Luc. Why call youme love? call my sister so. * 
Ant. S. Thy sister’s sister. 
Lue. That ’s my sister. 
Ant. S. No; 
It is thyself, mine own self’s better part; 
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Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer heart; 
My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope’s aim, 
My sole earth’s heaven, and my heaven’s claim. 
Luc. All this my sister is, or else should be. 
Ant. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for L aim thee. 
Thee willI love, and with thee lead my life: 
Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no wife. 
Give me thy hand. 
Lue. O, soft, Sir! hold you still: 
Ill fetch my sister, to get her good-will. [Ezit. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse hastily. 


Ant. §. Why, how now, Dromio! where run’st thou so fast? 

Dro. S. Do you know me, Sir? am I Dromio? am I your 
man? amI myself? 

Ant. S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art thyself. 

Dro. S. Iam an ass; I am a woman’s man, and besides 
myself. 

Ant. S. What woman’s man? and how besides thyself? 

Dro. S. Marry, Sir, besides myself, Iam due to a woman ; 
one that claims me, one that haunts me, one that will have me. 

Ant. §. What claim lays she to thee ? 

Dro. S.. Marry, Sir, such claim as you would lay to your 
horse; and she would have me as a beast: not that, I being a 
beast, she would have me; but that she, being a very beastly 
creature, lays claim to me. 

Ant. S. What is she? 

Dro. S. Avery reverend body; ay, such a one as aman may 
not speak of, without he say, sir-reverence. I have but lean 
luck in the match, and yet she is a wondrous fat marriage. 

Ant. S. How dost thou mean a fat marriage? 

Dro. S. Marry, Sir, she’s the kitchen-wench, and all grease; 
and I know not what use to put her to, but to make a lamp of her, 
and run from her by her own light. Iwarrant, her rags, and the 
tallow in them, will burn a Poland winter: if she lives till 
doomsday, she ll burn a week longer than the whole world. 

Ant. §. What complexion is she of ? 
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Dro. 8. Swart, like my shoe, but her face nothing like so 
clean kept: for why? she sweats; a man may go over shoes in the 
grime of it. 

Ant. S. That’s a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. S. No, Sir; *tisin grain: Noah’s flood could not do it. 

Ant. S. What’s her name? 

Dro. S. Nell, Sir; but her name is three quarters, that is, 
an ell; and three quarters will not,measure her from hip to hip. 

Ant. S. Then she bears some breadth? 

Dro. S. No longer from head to foot, than from hip to hip. 
she is spherical, like a globe; I could find out countries in her. 

Ant. S. In what part of her body stands Ireland? 

Dro.S. Marry, Sir, in her buttocks: I found it out by the 
bogs. 

Ant. S. Where Scotland? 

Dro. S. found it by the barrenness, hard, in the palm of 
the hand. 

Ant. 8. Where France? 

Dro. S. Yn her forehead; arm’d and reverted, making war 
against her heir. 

Ant. S. Where England? 

Dro. S. ¥ look’d for the chalky cliffs, but I could find no 
whiteness in them: but I guess, it stood in her chin, by the salt 
rheum that ran between France and it. 

Ant. S. Where Spain? 

Dro. S. Faith; Isawit not; but I felt it hot in her breath. 

Ant. S. Where America, the Indies? 

Dro. S. O! Sir, upon her nose, all o’er embellished with 
rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, declining their rich aspect to the 
hot breath of Spain, who sent whole armadoes of carracks to be 
ballast at her nose. 

Ant. S. Where stood Belgia, the Netherlands? 

Dro. S. QO! Sir, I-did not look so low. To conclude, this 
drudge, ordiviner, laid claim to me; call’d me Dromio; swore, 
I was assured to her: told mé what privy marks I had about me, 
as the mark of my shoulder, the mole in my neck, the great wart 
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on my left arm, that I, amazed, ran from her as a witch: and, 

Ithink, if my breast had not been made of faith, and my heart of 

steel, she had transform’d me to a curtail-dog, and made me turn 

i’ the wheel. a 
Ant. S. Go, hie thee presently post to the road, i) 

And if the wind blow any way from shore, 

I will not harbour in this town to-night. 

If any bark put forth, come to the mart, 

Where I will walk till thou return to me. 

If every one knows us, and we know none, 

’T is time, Ithink, to trudge, pack, and begone. 
Dro. 8. As froma bear a man would run for life, 

So fly I from her that would be my wife. [ Exit. 
Ant. S. There’s none but witches do inhabit here, 

And therefore ’t is high time tnat I were hence. 

She that doth call me husband, even my soul 

Doth for a wife abhor; but her fair sister, 

Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace, 

Of such enchanting presence and discourse , 

Hath almost made me traitor to myself: 

But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong, 

I’ll stop mine ears against the mermaid’s song. 


Enter ANGELO. 


Ang. Master Antipholus? 
Ant. S. Ay, that’s my name. 
Ang. Uknowit well, Sir. Lo, here is the chain. 
I thought to have ta’en you at the Porcupine; 
The chain unfinish’d made me stay thus long. 
Ant. S. What is your will that I shall do with this? 
Ang. What please yourself, Sir: Ihave made it for you. 
Ant. S. Made it for me, Sir? I bespoke it not. 
Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you haye. 
Go home with it, and please your wife withal ; 
And soon at supper-time I'l] visit you, 
And then receiye my money for the chain. 
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| Ant. S. Ipray you, Sir, receive the money now, 
Pi aul | For fear you ne’er see chain, nor money, more. 
Ang. You areamerry man, Sir. Fare you well. [ Fatt. 
Ant. 8. What I should think of this, I cannot tell; 
But this I think, there ’s no man is so vain, 
That would refuse so fair an offer’d chain. 
Isee, aman here needs not live by shifts, 
it When in the streets he meets such golden gifts. 
I'll to the mart, and there for Dromio stay: ‘ 
If any ship put out, then straight away. (Exit. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
The Same. 


Enter a Merchant, ANGELO, and an Officer. 


Mer. You know, since Pentecost the sum is due, 
And since I have not much importun’d you; 
Nor now [had not, but that lam bound 
To Persia, and want gilders for my voyage : 
Therefore make present satisfaction , 
Or I’ll attach you by this officer. 


Ang. Evenjust the sum, that I do owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Antipholus; 
And, in the instant that I met with you, 
He had of me a chain: at five o’clock, 
I shall receive the money for the same. 
Pleaseth you walk with me down to his house, 
I will discharge thy bond, and thank you too, 


Enter AnripHoLus of Ephesus, and Dromro of Ephesus, from 
the Courtezan’s, 
Off. That labour may you save: see where he comes. 
Ant. FE. While go to the goldsmith’s house, go thou 
And buy a rope’s end, that will I bestow 
Among my wife and her confederates, 
For locking me out of my doors by day. — 
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But soft, Isee the goldsmith. — Get thee gone; 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 
Dro. E. Ubuya thousand pound a-year? Ibuy a rope? 
[Hait. 
Ant. E. Aman is well holp up that trusts to you: 
I promised your presence, and the chain, 
But neither chain, nor goldsmith, came to me. it 1 
Belike, you thought our love would last too long, | 
If it were chain’d together, and therefore came not. 
Ang. Saying your merry humour, here ’s the note 
How much your chain weighs to the utmost caract, 
The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion, 
Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I stand debted to this gentleman : 
I pray you, see him presently discharg’d, 
For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it. 
Ant. FE; Yam not furnish’d with the present money ; 
Besides, I have some business in the town. 
Good signior, take the stranger to my house, 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof: 
Perchance, I will-be there as soon as you. 
Ang. Then, you will bring the chain to her yourself? 
Ant. E. No; bear it with you, Jest I come not time enough. 
Ang. Well, Sir, Iwill. Have you the chain about you? 
Ant. E. AnifIhavenot, Sir, [hope you have, 
Or else you may return without your money. 
Ang. Nay, come, Ipray you, Sir, give me the chain: 
Both wind and tide stay for this gentleman, 
AndI, toblame, have held him here too long. 
Ant. E, Good lord! you use this dalliance, to excuse 
Your breach of promise to the Porcupine. 
I should have chid you for not bringing it, 
But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 
Mer. The hour steals on: I pray you, Sir, dispatch. 
Ang. Youhear, how he importunes me: the chain — 
Ant. B. Why, give itto my wife, and fetch your money. 
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Ang. Come, come; you know, I gaye it you even now. 
Either send the chain, or send me by some token. 
Ant. E. Fie! now you run this humour out of breath. 
Come, where’s the chain? I pray you, let.me see it. 
Mer. My business canuot brook this dalliance. 
Good Sir, say, whe’r you ‘ll answer me, or no? 
If not, I'll leave him to the officer. 
Ant. H. Yanswer you! what should I answer you? 
Ang. The money that you owe me for the chain. 
Ant, H. Lowe you none, till I receive the chain. 
Ang. You know, I gave it you half an hour since. 
Ant. E. You gaye me none: you wrong me much to say so. 
Ang. You wrong me more, Sir, in denying it: 
Consider how it stands upon my credit. 
Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit. 
Off. Ido, and charge you in the duke’s name to obey me. 
Ang. This touches me in reputation. — 
Either consent to pay this sum for me, 
Or I attach you by this officer. 
Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never had? 
Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar’st. 
Ang. Hereis thy fee: arrest him, officer. — 
I would not spare my brother in this case, 
If he should scorn me so apparently. 
Off. Udoarrest you, Sir. You hear the suit. 
Ant. E. do obey thee, till I give thee bail. — 
But, sirrah, you shall buy this sportas dear, 
As all the metal in your shop will answer. 
Ang. Sir, Sir, Ishall have law in Ephesus, 
To your notorious shame, I doubt it not. . 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 


Dro. S. Master, there is a bark of Epidamnum, 
That stays but till her owner comes aboard, 
And then, Sir,:she bears away. Our fraughtage, Sir, 
I haye convey’d aboard, and Ihave bought 
The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-yite. . 
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The ship is in her trim: the merry wind 
Blows fair from land; they stay for nought at all, 
But for their owner, master, and yourself. 
Ant. E. Hownow? amadman! Why, thou peevish sheep, 
What ship of Epidamnum stays for me? 
Dro. S. A-ship you sent meto, to hire waftage. 
Ant. E. Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for a rope; ih 
And told thee to what purpose, and what end. 
Dro. S. You sent me for a rope’s end as soon. i 
You sent me to the bay, Sir, fora bark. i 
Ant. E.. Iwill debate this matter at more leisure, 
And teach your ears to list me with more heed. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight; 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
‘That ’s cover’d o’er with Turkish tapestry , 
There is a purse of ducats: let her send it. 
Tell her, Lam arrested in the street, 
And that shall bail me. Hie thee, slave, be gone. 
On, officer, to prison till it come. 
[Exeunt Merchant, ANGELO, Officer, and Any. E. 
Dro. S. To Adriana? that is where we din’d, 
Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband: 
She is too big, Thope, for meto compass. 
Thither I must, although against my will, 
For servants must their masters’ minds fulfil. [Lait. 


SCENE. II. 
The Same. 


Enter ADRIANA and LUCIANA. 
Adr, Ah! Luciana, did he tempt thee so? 
Might’st thou perceive austerely in his eye 
That he did plead in earnest? yea or no? 
Look’d he orred, or pale? orsad, or merrily? 
‘What observation mad’st thou in this case, 
Of his heart’s meteors tilting in his face? 
Luc. .First he denied you had in him no right. 
I, 
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| eva Adv, He meant, he did me none: the more my spite. 
ii Luc. Then swore he, that he was a stranger here. 
ae | Adr. And true he swore, though yet forsworn he were. 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 
Adr. And what said he? 
Luc. That love I begg’d for you, he bege’d of me. 
Adr, With what persuasion did he tempt thy love? 
a Luc. With words, that in an honest suit might move. 
Laie First, he did praise my beauty; then, my speech. 
i Adr. Did’st speak him fair? 
Lue. Have patience, I beseech. 
Adr. Ycannot, nor I will not hold me still: 
My tongue, though not my heart, shall have his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere, 
Ill-fac’d, worse bodied, shapeless every where; 
Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind, 
Stigmatical in making, worse in mind. 
Luc. Who would be jealous, then, of such a one? 
No evil lost is wail’d when it is gone. 
Adr. Ah! but I think him better than I say, 
And yet would herein others’ eyes were worse. 
Far from her nest the lapwing cries away : 
My heart prays for him-, though my tongue do curse. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 


Dro.S. Here, go: the desk! the purse! sweet, now make 
haste. 
Luc. How hast thou lost thy breath? 
Dro.S. By running fast. 
Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio? is he well? 
Dro. S. No, he’s in Tartar limbo, worse than hell: 
A devil in an everlasting garment hath him, 
One whose hard heart is button’d up with steel; 
A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and rough; 
A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow allin buff; 
A back-friend, ashoulder-clapper, one that countermands 
The passages of alleys, creeks, and marrow lands: 
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A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot well ; 
One that, before the judgment, carries poor souls to hell. 
Adr. Why, man, whatis the matter? 
Dro. S. Ido not know the matter: he is ’rested on the case. 
Adr. What, is he arrested? tell me, at whose suit. 
Dro. S. know not at whose suit he is arrested well; 
But is in a suit of buff which rested him, that can I tell. 
Will you send him, mistress, redemption? the money in his desk? 
Adr. Go fetchit, sister. — This I wonder at; 
[Exit Luciana, 
That he, unknown to me, should be in debt: — 
Tell me, was he arrested on aband? 
Dro. S. Not onaband, but on a stronger thing; 
A chain, achain: do you not hear it ring? 
Adr. What, the chain? 
Dro. S. No, no, thebell. ’Tis time that I were gone: 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes one. 
Adr. The hours come back! that did I never hear. 
Dro. S. Oyes; if any hour meet aserjeant, ’a turns back for 
very fear. 
Adr. As if time were in debt! how fondly dost thou reason! 
Dro. S. Time is avery bankrupt, and owes more than he’s 
worth, to season. 
Nay, he’s athieftoo: have you not heard men say, 
That time comes stealing on by night and day? 
It he be in debt and theft, and a serjeant in the way, 
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a day? 


Re-enter LUCIANA. 


Adr. Go, Dromio: there ’s the money, bear it straight, 
And bring thy master home immediately. — 
Come, sister; Iam press’d down with conceit ,' 
Conceit, my comfort, and my injury. 
[Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 
The Same. 


Enter AnripHoius of Syracuse. 


Ant. S. There ’s not a man J meet but doth salute me, 
As ifI were their well acquainted friend; 
And every one doth call me-by my name. 
Some tender money to me, some invite me; 
Some other give me thanks for kindnesses; 
Some offer me commodities to buy: 
Eyen now a tailor call’d me in his shop, 
And show’d me silks that he had bought for me, 
And, therewithal, took measure of my body. 
Sure, these are but imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 


Dro. S. Master, here’s the gold you sent me for. 
What have you got the picture of old Adam new apparell’d? 

Ant. S. What gold is this? What Adam dost thou mean? 

Dro. S. Not that Adam that kept the paradise, but that Adam 
that keeps the prison: he that goes in the calf’s-skin that was 
kill’d for the prodigal: he that came behind you, Sir, like an evil 
angel, and bid you forsake your liberty, 

Ant. S. Junderstand thee not. 

Dro. S, No? why, ’t is a plain case: he that went, like a 
base-viol, in a case of leather: the man, Sir, that, when 
gentlemen are tired, gives themasob, and ’rests them: he, Sir, 
that takes pity on decayed men, and gives them suits of durance; 
he that sets up his rest to do more exploits with his mace, thana 
morris-pike, 

Ant. S. What, thou mean’st-an officer? 

Dro. S. Ay, Sir, the serjeant of the band; he that brings 
any man to answer it, that breaks his band; one that thinks a man 
always going to bed, and says, ‘‘God give you good rest!” 

Ant. S. Well, Sir, there rest in your foolery. Is there any 
ship puts forth to-night? may we be gone? 
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Dro. S. Why, Sir, I brought you word an hour since, that 
the bark Expedition put forth to-night; and then were you 
hindered by the serjeant to tarry for the hoy Delay. Here are the 
angels that you sent for to deliver you. 

Ant. S. The fellow is distract, andso am I, 

And here we wander in illusions. 
Some blessed power deliver us from hence! 


Enter a Courtezan. 


Cour. Wellmet, well met, master Antipholus. 

Isee, Sir, you have found the goldsmith now: 
Is that the chain, you promis’d me to-day? 

Ant. S. Satan, avoid! Icharge thee, tempt me not! 

Dro. S. Master, is this mistress Satan? 

Ant. S. It is the devil. 

Dro. S$. Nay, sheis worse, sheis the devil’s dam; and here 
she comes in the habit of a light wench: and thereof comes that the 
wenches say, ‘‘God damn me,” that’s as much as to say; ‘‘God 
make me a light wench.” It is written, they appear to men like 
angels of light: light is an effect of fire, and fire will burn; ergo, 
light wenches will burn. Come not near her. 

Cour, Your man and you are marvellous merry, Sir. Will 
you go with me? we ‘Il mend our dinner here. 

Dro. S. Master, if you do, expect spoon-meat, or bespeak 
a long spoon. 

Ant. S. Why, Dromio? 

Dro. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon that must eat with 
the devil. 

Ant.S, Avoid then, fiend! what tell’st thou me of supping? 
Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress: 

I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone. 

Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 
Or for my diamond the chain you promis’d, 
AndIilbe gone, Sir, and not trouble you. 

Dro. S. Some devils ask but the parings of one’s nail, 
Arush, ahair, adrop of blood, apin, 

A nut, acherry-stone; 
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But she, more coyetous, would have a chain. 

Master, be wise: an if you give it her, 

The devil will shake her chain, and fright us with it. 
Cour, pray you, Sir, my ring, or else the chain. 

I hope you do not mean to cheat me so. 
Ant. S. Avaunt, thou witch! Come, Dromio, let us go. 
Dro. S. Fly pride, says the peacock: mistress, that you know. 

[Exeunt Anr. and Dro. 

Cour. Now, outof doubt, Antipholus is mad, 

Else would he never so demean himself, 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 

And for the same he promis’d mea chain: 

Both one and other he denies me now. 

The reason that I gather he is mad, 

Besides this present instance of his rage, 

Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner 

Of his own doors being shut against his entrance. 

Belike, his wife, acquainted with his fits ‘ 

On purpose shut the doors against his way. 

My way is now, to hie home to his house, 

And tell his wife, that, being lunatic , 

He rush’d into my house, and took perforce 

My ring away. This course I fittest choose, 

For forty ducats is too much to lose. [Hxit. 


SCENE IV. 
The Same. 


Enter AnripHo.us of Ephesus, and a Jailor. 


Ant. E. Fear me not, man; I will not break away: 
I'll give thee, ere Tleaye thee, so much money, 
To warrant thee, as Iam ’rested for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to-day , 
And will not lightly trust the messenger : 
That I should be attach’d in Ephesus, 
Ttell you, ’t will sound harshly in her ears. 
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Enter Dromio of Ephesus with a rope’s-end. 


Here comes my man: I think he brings the money. — 
How now, Sir? have you that I sent you for? 

Dro. E. Were’s that, I warrant you, will pay them all. 

Ant. E. But where’s the money? 

Dro. E. Why, Sir, I gave the money for the rope. 

Ant. E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 

Dro. E. I’liserve you, Sir, five hundred at the rate. 

Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home? 

Dro. E. Toarope’send, Sir; and to that end am I return’d. 

Ant. E. Andtothatend, Sir, I will welcome you. 

{ Beating him. 

Jail. Good Sir, be patient. 

Dro. E. Nay, ’tis for me to be patient; I am in adversity. 

Jail. Good now, hold thy tongue. 

Dro. E. Nay, rather persuade him to hold his hands, 

Ant. E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain! 

Dro. E. would! were senseless, Sir; that I might, not feel 
your blows.’ 

Ant. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, and so is 
an ass. 

Dro. E. 1am an ass, indeed. you may prove it by my long 
ears. I haye serv’d him from the hour of my nativity to this in- 
stant, and have nothing: at his hands for my service, but blows. 
WhenI am cold, he heats me with beating; when Iam warm, he 
cools me with beating: I am wak’d with it, when I sleep; rais’d 
with it, whenI sit; driven out of doors with it, when I go from 
home; welcomed home with it, whenI return: nay, I bear it on 
my shoulders, as a beggar wont her brat; and, I think, when he 
hath lamed me, I shall beg with it from door to door. 

Ant. E. Come, go along: my wife is coming yonder. 


Enter ADRIANA, Lucrana, the Courtesan, and a Schoolmaster 
ealled PIncH. 
Dro. E. Mistress, respice finem, respect your end; or rather 
the prophecy, like the parrot, ‘‘ Beware the rope’s end.” . 
Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? [Beats him. 
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Cour. How say you now? is not your husband mad? 
Adr. His incivility confirms no less. — 
Good doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer; 
Establish him in his true sense again, 
And I will please you what you will demand. 
Luc. Alas, how fiery and how sharp he Jooks! 
Cour. Mark, how he trembles in his ecstacy ! 
Pinch, Give me your hand, and let me feel your pulse. 
Ant. EH, There is my hand, and let it feel your ear. 
Pinch. Icharge thee, Satan, hous’d within this man, 
To yield possession to my holy prayers, 
And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight: 
I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven. 
Ant. £. Peace, doting wizard, peace! Iam not mad. 
Adr. OQ, that thou wert not, poor distressed soul! 
Ant. EZ. Youminion, you; are these your customers? 
Did this companion with the saffron face 
Ravel and feast it at my house to-day, 
Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut, 
And I denied to enter in my house? 
Adr. O, husband, God doth know, you din’d at home; 
Where ’would you had remain’d until this time, 
Free from these slanders, and this open shame! 
Ant. E. Din'dathome! Thou, villain, what say’st thou? 
Dro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at home. 
Ant, EH. Were not my doors lock’d up, and I shut out? 
Dro. E. Perdy, your doors were lock’d, and you shut out. 
Ant. EZ. And did not she herself revile me there? 
Dro. E. Sans fable, she herself reyil’d you there. 
Ant. E. Did not her kitehen-maid rail, taunt, and scorn me? 
Dro. E. Certes, she did; the kitchen-vestal scorn’d you. 
Ant. E. And did not Lin rage depart from thence? 
Dro. E. Ya verity, you did: — my bones bear witness, 
That since have felt the vigour of his rage. 
Adr. s’t good to soothe him in these contraries? 
Pinch. Itisnoshame: the fellow finds his yein . 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 
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Ant. E, Thou hast suborn’d the goldsmith to arrest me. 
Adr. Alas, Isent you money to redeem you, ee 
By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. @ 
Dro. E. Money by me! heart and good-will you might; a 
But, surely, master, not 4 rag of money. 
Ant. HE. Went’st not thou to her for a purse of ducats? 
Adr. He came tome, and I deliver’d it. a 
Lue. AndTam witness with her that she did. 
Dro. E. God and the rope-maker bear me witness, 
That I was sent for nothing but a rope! i 
Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is possess’d: 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks. 
They must be bound, and laid in some dark room. 
Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth to-day, 
And why dost thou deny the bag of gold? 
Adr. didnot, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 
Dro. E. And, gentle master, I receiv’d no gold; 
But I confess, Sir, that we were lock’d out. 
Adr. Dissembling villain! thou speak’st false in both. 
Ant. E, Dissembling harlot! thou art false in all, 
And art confederate with a damned pack 
To make a loathsome, abject scorn of me; 
But with these nails Ill pluck out these false eyes, 
That would behold in me this shameful sport. 


Enter three or four, and bind ANTIPHOLUS and DROMIO. 


Adr. Obind him, bind him! let him not come near me. 
Pinch. More company! — the fiend is strong within him. 
Luc. Ahme! poor man, how pale and wan he looks. 
Ant. EK, What, will you murder me? Thou jailor, thou, 
Tam thy prisoner: wilt thou suffer them 
To make a rescue? 
Jail, Masters, let him go: 
He is my prisoner, and you shall not haye him, 
Pinch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantic too. 
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer? 
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Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 
Do cutrage and displeasure to himself? 
Jail. Heis my prisoner: ifIlet him go, 
The debt he owes will be requir’d of me. 
Adr. Iwill discharge thee, ere I go from thee. 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor, 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good master doctor, see him safe convey’d 
Home to my house. — O, most unhappy day! 
Ant. E. O, most unhappy strumpet! 
Dro. HE. Master, Iam here enter’d in bond for you. 
Ant. E. Out on thee, villain! wherefore dost thou mad me? 
Dro. E. Will you be bound for nothing? be mad, good master; 
Cry, the devil. — 
Luc. God help, poorsouls! how idly do they talk. 
Adr. Go bear him hence. — Sister, go you with me. — 
[Haxeunt Pincu and assistants with ANT. and Dro. 
Say now, whose suit is he arrested at? 
Jail. One Angelo, a goldsmith; do you know him? 
Adr. Lknow the man. What is the sum he owes? 
Jail. Two hundred ducats. 
Adr. Say, how grows it due? 
Jail. Due for a chain your husband had of him. 
Adr, He did bespeak a chain for me, but had it not. 
Cour. When as your husband, all in rage, to-day 
Came to my house, and took away my ring, 
(The ring I saw upon his finger now) 
Straight after did 1 meet him with a chain. 
Adr. tmay beso, but I did never see it. — 
Come, jailor, bring me where the goldsmith is: 
I long to know the truth hereof at Jarge. 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse, with his rapier drawn, ant 
Dromio of Syracuse. 
Luc. God, for thy mercy! they are loose again. 


Adr. And come with naked swords. Let’s call more help, 
To haye them bound again. 
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Jail. Away! they ‘I kill us. 

[Exeunt Apriana, Luciana, and Jatlor. 

Ant. S. see, these witches are afraid of swords. 

Dro. S. She, that would be your wife, now ran from you. 

Ant. S. Come to the Centaur; fetch our stuff from thence: 
[long, that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Dro. S. Faith, stay here this night, they will surely do us no 
harm; you saw they speak us fair, give us gold. Methinks they 
are such a gentle nation, that but for the mountain of mad flesh 
that claims marriage of me, 1 could find in my heart to stay here 
still, and turn witch. 

Ant. S. Ywill not stay to-night for all the town; 

Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard. [ Exeunt. 


ACT.V. SCENE I. 
The Same. Before an Abbey. 


Enter Merchant and ANGELO. 
Ang. Yamsorry, Sir, that I have hinder’d you; 
But, Iprotest, he had the chain of me, 
Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 
Mer. How is the man esteem’d here in the city? 
Ang. Ofvery reverend reputation, Sir, 
Of credit infinite, highly belov’d, 
Second to none that lives here in the city : 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 
Mer. Speak softly: yonder, as I think, he walks. 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS and Dromio of Syracuse. 

Ang. ’Tisso; and that self chain about his neck, 
Which he forswore most monstrously to haye. 
Good Sir, draw near to me, I Il speak to him. — 
Signior Antipholus, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this shame and trouble; 
And not without some scandal to yourself, 
With circumstance and oaths so to deny 
This chain, which now you wear so openly: 
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Beside the charge, the shame, imprisonment, 
Yourhave done wrong to this my honest friend; 
Who, but for staying on our controversy, — 
Had hoisted sail, and put to sea to-day. 
This chain, you had of me: can you deny it? 
Ant. S. Ithink, Ihad: Inever did deny it. 
Mer. Yes, that you did, Sir; and forswore it too, 
Ant. S. Who heard me to deny it, or forswear it? 
Mer. These ears of mine, thou knowest, did hear thee. 
Fie on thee, wretch! ’t is pity that thou liv’st 
To walk where any honest men resort. 
Ant. S. Thou arta villain to impeach me thus. 
I'll prove mine honour and mine honesty 
Against thee presently, if thou dar’st stand. 
Mer. dare, and do defy thee for a villain. [They draw. 


Enter ApRriana, Luciana, Courtesan, and Others. 
Adr. Hold! hurt him not, for God’s sake! he is mad. — 
Some get within him; take his sword away. 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house. 
Dro. S. Run, master, run; for God’s sake take a house! 
This is some priory: — in, or we are spoil’d. 
[Hxeunt AntreHoLUS and Dromto fo the Abbey. 
Enter the Lady Abbess. 
Abb. Be quiet, people. Wherefore throng you hither? 
Adr. ~ To fetch my poor distracted husband hence. 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast, 
And bear him home for his recovery. 
Ang. knew, he was not in his perfect wits. 
Mer. Yam sorry now, that I did draw on him. 
Abb, How long hath this possession held the man? 
Adr. This week he hath been heavy, sour, sad; 
And much different from the man tie was; 
But, till this afternoon, his passion 
Ne’er brake into extremity of rage. 


Abb. Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck of sea? 
Buried some dear friend? Hath not else his eye 
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Stray’d his affection in unlawful love? a 

A sin prevailing much in youthful men, 1 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. ee 

Which of these sorrows is he subject to? @ 
Adr. Tonone of these, except it be the last; . ee 

Namely, some love, that drew him oft from home. e . a 
Abb. You should for that have reprehended him. f ‘ 
Adr. Why, soldid. a 
Abb. Ay, but not rough enough, ‘ 
Adr. Asroughly, as my modesty would let me. 
Abb. Haply, in private. 
Adr. And in assemblies too. 
Abb. Ay, but not enough. 
Adr. It was the copy of our conference. 

In bed, he slept not for my urging it; 

At board, he fed not for my urging it; 

Alone, it was the subject of my theme; 

In company, I often glance’d it: 

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 
Abb. And thereof came it that the man was mad: 

The yenom clamours of‘a jealous woman 

Poison more deadly than a mad dog’s tooth. 

It seems, his sleeps were hinder’d by thy railing, 

And thereof comes it, that his head is light. 

Thou say’st, his meat was sauc’d with thy upbraidings: 

Unquiet meals make ill digestions ; 

Thereof the raging fire of fever bred: 

And what’s a fever but a fit of madness? 

Thou say’st, his sports were hinder’d by thy brawls: 

Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth ensue, 

But moody and dull melancholy, 

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair, 

And at her heels a huge infectious troop 

Of pale distemperatures, and foes to life? 

In food, insport, and life-preserving rest 

To be disturb’d, would mad or man or beast. 
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The consequence is, then, thy jealous fits 
Haye scar’d thy husband from the use of wits.. 
Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly, 
When he demean’d himself rough, rude, and wildly, — 
Why bear you these rebukes, and answer not? 
Adr, She-did betray me to my own reproof. — 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 
Abb. No; nota creature enters in my house. 
Adr. Then, let your servants bring my husband forth. 
Abb. Neither: he took this place for sanctuary , 
And it shall privilege him from your hands ; 
Till I have brought him to his wits again, 
Or lose my labour in essaying it. 
Adr. will attend my husband, be his nurse, 
Diet his sickness; for itis my office, 
And will have no attorney but myself, 
And therefore Jet me have him home with me. 
Abb. Be patient; for I will not let him stir, 
Till L have us’d the approved means I have, 
With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers , 
To make of him a formal man again. 
It is a branch and parcel,of mine oath, 
A charitable duty of my order; 
Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 
Adr. Iwillnot hence, and leave my husband here; 
And ill it doth beseem your holiness 
To separate the husband and the wife. 
Abb. Be quiet, and depart: thou shalt not have him. 
[Hatt Abbess. 
Lue. Complain unto the duke of this indignity. 
Adr. Come, go: I will fall prostrate at his feet, 
And never rise, until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither, 
And take perforce my husband from the abbess. 
Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five: 
Anon, I’msure, the duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy yale, 
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The place of death and sorry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 
Ang. Upon what cause? 
Mer. To see a reverend Syracusian merchant, 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Against the laws and statutes of this town, 
Beheaded publicly for his offence. 
Ang. See, where they come: we will behold his death. 
Luc. Kneel to the duke before he pass the abbey. 


Enter Duke attended; ALGEon bare-headed; with the Heads- 
man and other Officers. 


Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly , 
if any friend will pay the sum for him, 
He shall not die, so much we tender him. 
Adr. Justice, most sacred duke, against the abbess! 
Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady: 
It cannot be, that she hath done thee wrong. 
Adr. May it please your grace, Antipholus, my husband, 
Whom I made lord of me, and all Thad, 
At your important letters, this ill day 
A most outrageous fit of madness took him, 
That desperately he hurried through the street, 
(With him his bondman, all.as mad as he) 
Doing displeasure to the citizens 
By rushing in their houses, bearing thence 
Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like, 
Once did I get him bound, and sent him home, 
Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went, 
That here and there his fury had committed. 
Anon, I wot not by what strong escape, 
He broke from those that had the guard of him, 
And with his mad attendant and himself, 
Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords, 
Met us again, and, madly bent onus, 
Chas’d us away; till, raising of more aid, 
We came again to bind them. Then they fled 
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Into this abbey, whither we pursued them; 

HIB And here the abbess shuts the gates on us, 

And will not suffer us to fetch him out, 

ee Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command, 
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 

Duke. Long since thy husband sery’d mein my wars, 
eat And I to thee engag’d a prince’s word, 
ey When thou didst make him master of thy bed, 

To do him all the grace and good I could. — 

Go, some of you, knock at the abbey gate, 

And bid the lady abbess come to me. 

I will determine this, before I stir. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. O mistress, mistress! shift and save yourself. 
My master and his man are both broke loose, 
Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the doctor, 
Whose beard they have sing’d off with brands of fire; 
And ever as it blazed they threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair. 
My master preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with scissars nicks him like a fool; 
And, sure, unless you send some present help, 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 


Adr. Peace, fool! thy master and his man are here: 
And that is false, thou dost report to us. 


Serv. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true; 
Ihave not breath’d almost, since I did see it. 
He cries for you, and vows, if he can take you, 
To scorch your face, and to disfigure you. 
Hark, hark, Ihearhim, mistress: fly, be gone. 


Duke. Come, stand by me; fear nothing, Guard with 
halberds! : 


Adr. Ahme, itismy husband! Witness you, 
That he is borne about invisible: 


[Cry within. 
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Even now we hous’d him in the abbey here , 
And now he’s there, past thought of human reason. 


Enter AnrvipHoLus and Dromto of Ephesus. 


Ant. E. Sustice, most gracious duke! O! grant me justice, 
Kyen for the service that long since I did thee, . 
| When I bestrid thee in the wars, and took 
_ Deep scars to save thy life; even for the blood 
| That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice. 

‘Ege. Unless the fear of death doth make me dote, 
| Isee my son Antipholus, and Dromio! 

Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that woman there! 
She whom thou gay’st to me to be my wife, 

That hath abused and dishonour’d me, 
Even in the strength and height of injury. 
Beyond imagination is the wrong, 
That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 
Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt find me just. 
Ant. E. This day, great duke, she shut the doors upon me, 
While she with harlots feasted in my house. 
Duke. A grievous fault. Say, woman, did’st thou so? 

Adr. No, my goodlord: myself, he, and my sister, 

To-day did dine together. So befal my soul, 
As this is false he burdens me withal. 

Luc. Ne’er may I look on day, nor sleep on night, 
But she tells to your highness simple truth. 

Ang. O perjur’d woman! They are both forsworn: 
In this the madman justly chargeth them. 

Ant. E, My liege, Iam adyised what I say; 

Neither disturb’d with the effect of wine, 

Nor heady-rash provok’d with raging iré, 

Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad. 

This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner: 
That goldsmith there, were he not pack’d with her, 
Could witness it, for he was with me then; 

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 
Promising to bring it to the Porcupine, 

I, 
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Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 
I went to seek him: in the street I met him, 
And in his company, that gentleman. 
There did this perjur’d goldsmith swear me down, 
That I this day of him receiv’d the chain, 
Which, God he knows, I saw not; for the which, 
He did arrest me with an officer. 
I did obey, and sent my peasant home 
For certain ducats: he with none return’d. 
Then fairly I bespoke the officer, 
Cats To go in person with me to my house. 
ca By the way we met 
My wife, her sister, anda rabble more 
Of vile confederates: along with them 
Nah They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac’d villain, 
i i A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 
| ih A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller, 
A) | A needy, hollow-ey’d, sharp-looking wretch, 
be | A living dead man. This pernicious slave, 
fata Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer, 
| And gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse, 
} And with no face, as’t were, out-facing me, 
bape Cries out, Iwas possess’'d. Then, altogether 
: Bi They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence, 
ee And ina dark and dankish yault at home 
iH There left me and my man, ‘both hound together ; 
Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in sunder , 
I gain’d my freedom, and immediately 
ee ea | Ran hither to your grace, whom I beseech 
eel To give me ample satisfaction 
hag For these deep shames, and great indignities. 
pane Ang. My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with him, 
That he dined not athome, but was lock’d out. 
Duke. Buthad he sucha chain of thee, or no? 
Wal Ang. Hehad, my lord; and when he ran in here, 
hie These people saw the chain about his neck. 
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Mer. Besides, I will be sworn, these ears of mine 
Heard you confess you had the chain of him, 
After you first forswore it on the mart, 
And, thereupon, I drew my sword on you; 
And then you fled into this abbey here, 
From whence, I think, you are come by miracle. 
Ant. E, never came within these abbey walls, 
Nor ever did’st thou draw thy sword on me. 
I never saw the chain, so help me heaven! 
And this is false you burden me withal. 
Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach is this! 
Ythink, you all have drunk of Circe’s cup. 
If here you hous’d him, here he would haye been; 
Ifhe were mad, he would not plead so coldly: — 
You say, he dined at home; the goldsmith here 
Denies that saying. — Sirrah, what say you? 
Dro. E. Sir, he dined with her, there, at the Porcupine. 
Cour. He did, and from my finger snatch’d that ring. 
Ant. EH, ’Tis true, my liege; this ring I had of her. 
Duke. Saw ’st thou him enter at the abbey here? 
Cour. Assure, my liege, as Ido see your grace. 


Duke. Why, this is strange. — Go call the abhess hither. — 


I think you are all mated, or stark mad. [Heit an Attendant. 
‘Ege. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a word. 
Haply, Iseea friend will save my life, 
And pay the sum that may deliver me. 
Duke. Speak freely, Syracusian, what thou wilt. 
“ige. Isnotyourname, Sir, call’d Antipholus, 
And is not that your bondman Dromio? 
Dro. E. Within this hour I was his bondman > Sirs 
Buthe, [thank him, gnaw’d in two my cords: 
Now am I Dromio, and his man, unbound. 
4ige. Yam sure you both of you remember me. 
Dro. E. Ourselves we do remember, Sir, by you; 
For lately we were bound, as you are now. 
You are not Pinch’s patient, are you, Sir? 
“lige. Why look you strange on me? you know me well. 
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Ant. E. Inever saw you in my life, till now. 
Aige. O! grief hath chang’d me, since you saw me last; 
And careful hours, with time’s deformed hand, 
Have written strange defeatures in my face: 
But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice? 
Ant. E. Neither. 
4ige. Dromio, nor thou? 
Dro. E. No, trustme, Sir, nor lI. 
Aige. Yam sure thou dost. 
Dro. E. Ay, Sir; but I am sureI do not; and whatsoever a 
man denies, you are now bound to believe him. 
Aige. Not know my voice? O, time’s extremity ! 
Hast thou so crack’d and splitted my poor tongue 
in seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untun’d cares? 
Though now this grained face of mine he hid 
In sap-consuming winter’s drizzled snow, 
And all the conduits of my blood froze up, 
Yet hath my night of life some memory, 
My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left, 
My dull, deaf ears a little use to hear: 
All these old witnesses (I cannot err) 
Tell me thou art my son Antipholus. 
Ant. E. never saw my father in my life. 
Aige. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy, 
Thou know’st we parted. But, perhaps, myson, — 
Thou sham’st to acknowledge me in misery. 
Ant. E. The duke, and all that know me in the city, 
Can witness with me that it is not so. 
I ne’er saw Syracusa in my life. 
Duke. Itellthee, Syracusian, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholus, 
During which time he pe’er saw Syracusa. 
Isee, thy age and dangers make thee dote. 
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Enter Abbess, with AnvirHoLus of Syracuse and Dromio of 


Syracuse. 


Abb. Most mighty duke, behold a man much wrong’d. 


[ All gather to see them. 


Adr. see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me! 


Duke. 


One of these men is Genius to the other ; 


And so of these: which is the natural man, 
And which the spirit? Who deciphers them? 
Dro. S. 1, Sir, am Dromio: command him away. 


Dro. E. 


I, Sir, am Dromio: pray let me stay. 


Ant. S. Abgeon, art thou not? or else his ghost? 

Dro. S.. O, my old master! who hath bound him here? 

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds, 
And gain a husband by his liberty. — 
Speak, old Augeon, if thou be’st the man 
That hadst a wife once call’d Aémilia, 


That bore thee at a burden two fair sons. 
O! if thou be’st the same Adgeon, speak, 


And speak unto the same Aimilia‘ 


Age. 


IfI dream not, thou art Aumilia. 
Ifthou art she, tellme, where is that son 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft? 


Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he, and!, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up; 
But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my son from them, 
And me they left with those of Epidamnum, 
What then became of them, I cannot tell; 

I, to this fortune that you see me in. 

Duke. Why, here begins his morning story right. 


These two Antipholus’, these two so like, 


And these two Dromios, one in semblance, — 
Besides her urging of her wreck at sea; — 


These are the parents to these children, 


Which accidentally are met together. 


Antipholus , thou cam’st from Corinth first. 
Ant. S; 


No, Sir, notI: I came from Syracuse. 
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Duke. Stay, stand apart: I know not which is which. 
Ant. EZ. Tcame from Corinth , my most gracious lord 
Dro. FE, And I with him. 
Ant. E, Brought to this town by that most famous warrior, 
Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle. 
Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day? 
Ant. S. I, gentle mistress. 
Adr. And are not you my husband? 
Ant. E, No; Isay nay to that. 
Ant. S. AndsodoT, yet did she call meso; 
And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here ; 
Did call me brother. — What I told you then, 
Thope, I shall have leisure to make good, 
If this be not a dream I see, and hear. 
Ang. Thatis the chain, Sir, which you had of me. 
Ant. S. think itbe, Sir: I deny it not. 
Ant. H, And you, Sir, for this chain arrested me. 
Ang. IthinkI did, Sir: I deny it not. 
Adr. sent you money, Sir, to be your bail, 
By Dromio; but I think, he brought it not. 
Dro. E. No, none by me. 
Ant. S. This purse of ducats I received from you 
And Dromio, my man, did bring them me. 
Tsee, we still did meet each other’s man : 
And I was ta’en for him, and he for me : 
And thereupon these errors are arose. 
Ant. E. These ducats pawn I for my father here. 
Duke. Ytshall not need: thy father hath his life. 
Cour. Sir, I must haye that diamond from you. 
Ant. E. There, take it; and much thanks for my good cheer. 
Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains 
To go with us into the abbey here, 
And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes ; 
And all that are assembled in this place, 


That by this sympathized one day’s error 


Have suffered wrong, go, keep us company, 


And we shall make full satisfaction. 
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Twenty-five years have I but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons; and ’till this present hour 
My heavy burden undelivered. — 
The duke, my husband, and my children both, 
And you the calendars of their nativity , 
Go to a gossip’s feast, and go with me: 
After so long grief such nativity ! 
Duke. With all my heart: I’ll gossip at this feast. 
[Exeunt Duke, Abbess, AAGEON, Courtesan, Mer- 
chant, ANGELO, and Attendants. 
Dro. S. Master, shall I fetch your stuff from shipboard? 
Ant. E. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou embark’d? 
Dro. S. Your goods, that lay athost, Sir, in the Centaur. 
Ant. S. He speaks to me. — Iam your master, Dromio: 
Come, go with us; we ‘Il look to that anon. 
Embrace thy brother there; rejoice with him. 
[Eaxeunt Anv.S.andE., Apr., and Luc. 
Dro. S. There is a fat friend at your master’s house , 
That kitchen’d me for you to-day at dinner: 
She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 
Dro. E. Methinks, you are my glass, and not my brother: 
I see by you I am a sweet-faced youth. 
Will you walk in to see their gossiping? 
Dro. S. NotI, Sir; you are my elder. 
Dro. E. That’s a question: how shall we try it? 
Dro. S. Well draw cuts for the senior: till then, lead thou 
first. 
Dro. E. Nay, then thus: 
We came into the world, like brother and brother; 
And now, let’s go handin hand, not one before another. 
[Eaeunt. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


DON PEDRO, Prince of Arragon. DOGBERRY, | \., Officers. 


JOHN, his bastard Brother. VERGES,  $ 
CLAUDIO, a young Lord of Flo- FRIAR FRANCIS. 
rence. A Sexton. 


BENEDICK, a young Lord of Padua. A Boy. 
LEONATO, Governor of Messina. 


ANTONIO, his Brother. HERO, Daughter to Leonato. 
BALTHAZAR, Servant to Don Pe- BEATRICE, Niece to Leonato. 
dro. MARGARET, ) Gentlewomen at- 


BORACHIO, ) 


ES URSULA, j tending on Hero. 
CONRADE, / followers of John. 


Messengers, Watchmen, and Attendants. 
SCENE, Messina. 


ACT [. SCENE If. 
Before LEONaTO’S House. 


Enter LEonaTO, HERO, BEATRICE, and others, witha 
Messenger. 

Leon. learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of Arragon comes 
this night fo Messina. 

Mess. He is very near by this: he was not three leagues off 
when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this action? 

Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself, when the achiever brings home 
full numbers. I find here, that Don Pedro hath bestowed much 
honour on a young Florentine, called Claudio. 
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Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally remembered 
by Don Pedro: he hath borne himself beyond the promise of his 
age, doing in the figure of a lamb the feats ofa lion: he hath, in- 
deed, better bettered expectation, than you must expect of me to 
tell you how. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be very much 
glad of it. 

Mess. Ihave already delivered him letters, and there appears 
much joy in him; even so much, that joy could not show itself 
modest enough without a badge of bitterness. 

Leon. Did he break out into tears? 

Mess. In great measure. 

Leon. A kind overflow of kindness. There are no faces truer 
than those that are so washed: how much better is it to weep at 
joy, than to joy at weeping? 

Beat. ¥ pray you, is signior Montanto returned from the wars, 
or no? 

Mess. know none of that name, lady: there was none such 
in the army of any sort. 

Leen. What is he that you. ask for, niece? 

Hero. My cousin means signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mess. O! heis returned, and as pleasant as ever he was. 

Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina, and challenged 
Cupid at the flight; and my unéle’s fool, reading the challenge, 
subscribed for Cupid, and challenged him at the bird-bolt. — I 
pray you, how many hath he killed and eaten in these wars? But 
how many hath he killed? for, indeed, I promised to eat-all of his 
killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too much; but 
he Il be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Mess. He hath done good serviee, lady, in these wars. 

Beat. You had musty yictual, and he hath holp to eat it: he 
is a Very valiant trencher-man; he hath an excellent stomach. 

Mess. Anda good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. Anda good soldier to a lady; but what is he to a lord? 

Mess. A lord to a Jord, a man to aman; stuffed with all 
honourable virtues. 
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Beat. Itisso, indeed: heis no less than a stuffed man; but 
for the stuffing , —- Well, we are all mortal. 

Leon. You must not, Sir, mistake my niece: There is a 
kind of merry war betwixt signior Benedick and her: they never 
meet, but there ’s a skirmish of wit between them. 


Beat. Alas! he gets nothing by that. In our last conflict’ 


four of his five wits went halting off, and now is the whole man 
governed with one; so that if he have wit enough to keep himself 
warm, let him bear it for a difference between himself and his 
horse; for it is all the wealth that he hath left to be known a reason-— 
able creature. —- Who is his companion now? He hath every 
month a new sworn brother. 

Mess. 1s ’t possible? 

Beat. Very easily possible: he wears his faith but as the 
fashion of his hat, it ever changes with the next block. 

Mess. see, lady, the gentleman‘is not in your books. 

Beat. No; anhe were, I would burn my study. But, I pray 
you, who is his companion? Is there no young squarer now, 
that will make a yoyage with him to the deyil? 

Mess. He is most in the company of the right noble Claudio. 

Beat. OLord! he will hang upon him like a disease: he is 
sooner caught than the pestilence, and the taker runs presently 
mad. God help the noble Claudio! if he have caught the Benedick, 
it will cost him a thousand pound ere he be cured. 

Mess. (will hold friends with you, lady. 

Beat. Do, good friend. 

Leon. You will never run mad, niece, 

Beat. No, not tilla hot January. 

Mess. Don Pedro is approached. 


Enter Don PEDRO, JOHN, CLAUDIO, BENEDICK, BALTHAZAR, 
and others. 

D. Pedro. Good signior Leonato, are you come to meet your 
trouble? the fashion of the world is to avoid cost, and you en- 
counter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in the likeness of your 
grace; for trouble being gone, comfort should remain, but when 
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you depart from me, sorrow abides, and happiness takes his 
leave. 

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge too willingly. I think, 
this is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene. Were youin doubt, Sir, that you asked her? 

Leon. Signior Benedick, no; for then were you a child. 

D. Pedro, Youhaye it full, Benedick: we may guess by this 
what you are, being a man. — Truly, the lady fathers herself. — 
Be happy, lady, for you are like an honourable father. 

Bene. If signior Leonato be her father, she would not have 
his head on her shoulders for all Messina, as like him as she is. 

Beat. {1 wonder that you will still be talking, signior Bene- 
dick: no body marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain! are you yet living? 

Beat. Is it possible disdain should die, while she hath such 
meet food to feed it, as signior Benedick? Courtesy itself must 
convert to disdain, if you come in her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat. But it is certain, I am 
loved of all ladies, only you excepted; and I would I could find in 
my heart that I had not a hard heart, for, truly, [love none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women: they would else have been 
troubled with a pernicious suitor. I thank God, and my cold 
blood, I am of your humour for that: I had rather hear my dog 
bark at acrow, than a man swear he loves me. 

Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that mind; so some 
gentleman or other shall ’scape a predestinate scratched face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, an ’t were such a 
face as yours were. 

Bene. Well, you are arare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beast of yours. 

Bene. YWwould, my horse had the speed of your tongue, and 
so good a continuer. But keep your way o’ God’s name; I have 
done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick: I know you of old. 

D. Pedro, That is the sum of all. — Leonato, — signior 
Claudio, and signior Benedick, — my dear friend Leonato hath 
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invited you all. I tell him we shall stay here at the least a month, 
and he heartily prays some occasion may detain us longer: I dare 
swear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his heart. 

‘Leon. fyouswear, my lord, you shall not be forsworn. — 
Let me bid you welcome, my lord: being reconciled to the prince 
your brother, I owe you all duty. ; 

John. Lthank you: Tam not of many words, but I thank you. 

Leon. Please it your grace lead on? 

D. Pedro. Yourhand, Leonato: we will go together. 

[| Exeunt all but BENEDICK and CLAUDIO. 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of signior 
Leonato? 

Bene, Inoted her not; but I looked on her. 

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady? 

Bene. Do you question me, as an honest man should do, for 
my simple true judgment; or would you have me speak after my 
custom, as being a professed tyrant to their sex? 

Claud. No; Ipray thee, speak in sober judgment. 

Bene. Why, i’ faith, methinks she ’s too low for a high praise, 
too brown for a fair praise, and too little for a great praise: only 
this commendation I can afford her; that were she other than she 
is, she were unhandsome, and being no other but as she is, I do 
not like her. 

Claud. | Thou thinkest, I am in sport: I pray thee, tell me 
truly how thou lik’st her. 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after her? 

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak you this 
with a sad brow, or do you play the flouting Jack, to tell us Cupid 
is a good hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare carpenter? Come, in 
what key shall a man take you, to go in the song? 

Claud. In mine eye she is the sweetest lady that ever I looked 
on. 

Bene. can see yet without spectacles, and I see no such mat- 
ter: there’s her cousin, an she were not possessed with a fury, 
exceeds her as much in beauty, as the first of May doth the last of 
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December. But I hope, you have no intent to turn husband, have 
you? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had sworn the 
contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. Is ’t come to this, i’ faith? Hath not the world one 
man, but he will wear his cap with suspicion? Shall I never see 
a bachelor of threescore again? Go to, i’ faith; an thou wilt needs 
thrust thy neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, and sigh away 
Sundays. Look; Don Pedro is returned to seek you. 


Re-enter Don PEDRO. 


D. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that you followed 
not to Leonato’s? 

Bene. would your grace would constrain me to tell. 

D. Pedro. XU charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear, Count Claudio: I can be secret as a dumb 
man, [would have you think so; but on my allegiance, — mark 
you this, on my allegiance. — He is in love. With whom? — 
now that is your grace’s part. — Mark, how short his answer is: 
— with Hero, Leonato’s short daughter. 

Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord: itis not so, nor’t was not 
so; but, indeed, God forbid it should be so. 

Claud. _If my passion change not shortly, God forbid it should 
be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her; for the lady is very well 
worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch mé in, my lord. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

Claud. Andin faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 


Bene. And by my two faiths and troths, my lord, I spoke 
mine. 


Claud. That Llove her, I feel. 

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how she should be loved, nor know 
how she should be worthy, is the opinion that fire cannot melt out 
of me: I will dic in it at the stake. 
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D. Pedro. Thou wast eyer an obstinate heretic in the despite 
of beauty. 


Claud. And never could maintain his part, but in the force of 
his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her: that she 
brought me up, Llikewise give her most humble thanks; but that 
I will have a recheat winded in my forehead, or hang my bugle in 
an invisible baldrick , all women shall pardon me. Because I will 
not do them the wrong to mistrust any, I will do myself the right 
to trust none; and the fine is, (for the which I may go the finer,) 
I will live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro. Yshallsee thee, ereI die, look pale with love. 

Gene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, my lord; 
not with love: prove, that ever I lose more blood with love, than 
I will get again with drinking, pick out mine eyes witha ballad- 
maker’s pen, and hang me up at the door of a brothel-house for 
the sign of blind Cupid. 

D. Pedro. Well, if-ever thou dost fall from this faith, thou 
wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. Ifido, hang mein a bottle like a cat, and shoot at me; 
and he that hits me, let him be clapped on the shoulder, and 
called Adam. 

D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try: 

‘‘In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke.” 

Bene. The savage bull may, but if ever the sensible Benedick 
bear it, pluck off the bull’s horns, and set them in my forehead; 
and let me be vilely painted, and in such great letters as they 
write, ‘‘Here is good horse to hire,” Jet them signify under my 
sign, — “‘ Here you may see Benedick the married man.” 

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou would’st be horn- 
mad. 

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his quiver in 
Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bene. look for an earthquake too, then. 

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the hours. In the 
mean time, good signior Benedick, repair to Leonato’s: commend 
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me to him, and tell him, I will not fail him at supper; for, 
indeed, he hath made great preparation. 
Bene. Ihave almost matter enough in me for such an embas- 
sage; and so I commit you — 
Claud. To the tuition of God: from my house, ifIhadit. — 
D. Pedro. The sixth of July: your loving friend, Benedick. 
Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not. The body of your dis— 
course is sometime guarded with fragments, and the guards are 
but slightly basted on neither: ere you flout old ends any farther, 
examine your conscience, andsoTleave you. [Hwit BeNEDICK. 
Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me good. 
D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach: teach it but how, 
And thou shalt see how aptitistolearn — 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 
Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord? 
D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she’s his only heir. 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio? 
Claud. O! my lord, 
When you went onward on this ended action , 
I look’d upon her with a soldier’s eye, 
That lik’d, but had a rougher task in hand, 
Than to drive liking to the name of love; 
But now I am return’d, and that war-thoughts 
Haye left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires , 
All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 
Saying, Ilik’d her ere I went to wars — 
D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently , 
And tire the hearer with a book of words. 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it, 
And I will break with her, and with her father, 
And thou shalt haye her. Was ’t not to this end, 
That thou began’st to twist so fine a story? 
Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love, 
That know love’s grief by his complexion! 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
T would have saly’d it with a longer treatise. 
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D. Pedro. What need the bridge much broader than the 
flood? 
The fairest grant is the necessity. 
Look, what will serve is fit: *tis once, thou loyest, 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know we shall have revelling to-night: 
I will assume thy part in some disguise , 
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio; 
And in her bosom II] unclasp my heart, 
And take her hearing prisoner with the force, 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale: 
Then, after, to her father will I break; 
And, the conclusion is, she shall be thine. 
In practice let us put it presently. [Eaxeunt. 


SCENE Ii. 
A Room in Lronatro’s House. 


Enter LeEona'vo and ANTONIO. 

Leon. Hownow, brother? Whereis my cousin, your son? 
Hath he provided this music? 

Ant. Heis very busy about if. But, brother, I can tell you 
strange news that you yet dreamt not of. 

Leon. Are they good? 

Ant. As the event stamps them; but they have a good cover; 
they show well outward. The prince and Count Claudio, walking 
in a thick-pleached alley in my orchard, were thus much oyer- 
heard by a man of mine: the prince discovered to Claudio that he 
loved my niece your daughter, and meant to acknowledge it this 
night in a dance; and, if he found her accordant, he meant to 
take the present time by the top, and instantly break with you of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this? 

Ant. A good sharp fellow: Iwill send for him, and question 
him yourself. 

Leon. No, no: we will hold it as a dream, till it appear 
itself; but I will acquaint my daughter withal, that she may be 
the better prepared for an answer, if peradventure this be true. 
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Go you, and tell her of it. [Several persons cross the stage.] 
Cousins, you know what you have to do. —O, Icry you mercy, 
friend; go you with me, and I will use your skill. — Good cousin, 
have a care this busy time. [Laeunt. 


SCENE IIL. 
Another room in Lronaro’s House. 


Enter Joun and CONRADE. 


Con. What the good year, my lord! why are you thus out of 
measure sad? 

John. There is no measure in the occasion that breeds, there- 
fore the sadness is without limit. 

Con. You should hear reason. 

John. And when I have heard it, what blessing brings it? 

Con. Ifnota present remedy, at least a patient sufferance. 

John. Y wonder, that thou being (as thou say’st thou art) 
born under Saturn, goest about to apply a moral medicine to a 
mortifying mischief. I cannot hide what I am: I must be sad 
when Ihave cause, and smile at_no man’s jests; eat when I have 
stomach, and wait for no man’s leisure; sleep when Iam drowsy, 
and tend on no man’s business; laugh when I am merry, and 
claw no man in his humour. 

Con. Yea; but you must not make the full show of this, till 
you may do it without controlment. You have of late stood out 
against your brother, and he hath ta’en you newly into his grace; 
where it is impossible you should take true root, but by the fair 
weather that you make yourself: it is needful that you frame the 
season for your own harvest. 

John. Thad rather be a canker in a hedge, than arose in-his 
grace; and it better fits my blood to be disdained ofall, than to 
fashion a carriage to rob love from any: inthis, though I cannot 
be said to be a flattering honest man, it must not be denied but I 
am a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted with a muzzle, and 
enfranchised with a clog; therefore I have decreed not to sing in 
my cage. If f had my mouth, I would bite; if {had my liberty, 
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I would do my liking: in the mean time, let me be thatlam, and 
seek not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make no use of your discontent? 

John. make all use of it, for I use it only. Who comes 
here? What news, Borachio? 


Enter BoracHiro. 


Bora. I came yonder from a great supper: the prince, your 
brother, is royally entertained by Leonato, and I can give you fn- 
telligence of an intended marriage. 

John. Willit serve for any model to build mischief on? What 
ishe, fora fool, that betroths himself to unquietness? 

Bora. Marry, it is your brother’s right hand 

John. Who? the most exquisite Claudio? 

Bora. Even he. 

John. A proper squire! And who, and who? which way 
looks he? 

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of Leonato. 

John. A very forward March-chick! How came you to this? 

Bora. . Being entertained for a perfumer, as I was smoking a 
musty-room, comes me the prince and Claudio, hand in hand, 
in sad conference: I whipt me behind the arras, and there heard 
itagreed upon, that the prince should woo Hero for himself, and 
having obtained her, give her to count Claudio. 

John. Come, come; let us thither: this may prove food to my 
displeasure, That young start-up hath all the glory of my over- 
throw: if I can cross him any way, [bless myself every way. You 
are both sure, and will assist me? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

John. Let us to the great supper: their cheer is the greater, 
that lamsubdued. ’ Would the cook were of my mind! — Shall 
we go prove what ’s to be done? 

Bora. We’}l wait upon your lordship. 

[Exeunt. 
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fg ACT II. SCENE I. 
He A Hall in Lronaro’s House.’ 
Enter Leonaro, ANTONIO, Hero, BEarrice, and others. 

Leon. _ Was not count John here at supper? 

Ant. Lsaw him not. 

Beat. How tartly that gentleman Jooks: I never can see him, 
but I am heart-burned an hour after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made just in the 
mid-way between him and Benedick: the one is too like an image, 
and says nothing; and the other too like my lady’s eldest son, 
evermore tattling. 

Leon. Then, half signior Benedick’s tongue in count John’s 
mouth, and half count John’s melancholy in signior Benedick’s 
face, — 

Beat. Witha good leg, anda good foot, uncle, and money 
enough in his purse, such a man would win any woman in the 
world , — if’ could get her good will. 

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee a husband, 
if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant. In faith, she’s too curst. 

Beat. Too curst is more than curst: I shall lessen God’s 
sending that way, for it is said, ‘‘God sends a curst cow short 
horns;”’ but to a cow too curst he sends none. 

Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send you no horns? 

Beat. Just, ifhe send me no husband; for the which bless- 
ing, I am at him upon my knees every morning and evening. 
Lord! I could not endure a husband with a beard on his face: I 
had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leon, You may light on a husband that hath no beard. 

Beat. . What should I do with him? dress him in my apparel, 
and make him my waiting gentlewoman? He that hath a beard is 
more than a youth, and he that hath no beard is Jess than a man; 
and he that is more than a youth is not for me; and he that is less 
than a man Tam not for him: therefore I will even take sixpence in 
earnest of the bear-ward, and lead his apes into hell. 
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Leon. Well then, go you into hell? 

Beat. No; but to the gate; and there will the devil meet me, 
like an old cuckold, with horns on his head, and say, ‘‘Get you 
to heaven, Beatrice, get you to heaven; here ’s no place for you 
maids:” so, deliver I up my apes, and away to Saint Peter for 
the heavens: he shows me where the bachelors sit, and there live 
we as merry as the day is long. 

Ant. Well, niece, (to Hero,] I trust, you will be ruled by 
your father. 

Beat. Yes, faith; it is my cousin’s duty to make courtesy, 
and say, ‘‘ Father, as it please you:” but yet forall that, cousin, 
Jet him be a handsome fellow, or else make another courtesy, and 
say, ‘‘Father, as it please me.” 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day fitted with a 
husband. 

Beat. Not till God make men of some other metal than earth. 
Would it not grieve a woman to be over-mastered with a piece of 
valiant dust? to make an account of her life toa clod of wayward 
marl? No, uncle, Ill none: Adam’s sons are my brethren; and 
truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember, what I told you: if the prince 
do solicit you in that kind, you know your answer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the music, cousin, if you be not 
woo'd in good time: if the prince be too important, tell him, there 
is measure in every thing, and so dance out the answer: for, hear 
me, Hero; wooing, wedding, and repenting, is asa Scotch jig, a 
measure, and a cinque-pace: the first suitis hot and hasty, like a 
Scotch jig, and full as fantastical; the wedding, mannerly, modest, 
as a measure, full of state and ancientry; and then comes repen- 
tance, and with his bad legs falls into the cinque-pace faster and 
faster, till he sink into his graye. 

Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

Beat, Whayea good eye, uncle: Ican see a church by day- 
light. 


Leon. The revellers are entering, brother. Make good 
room! 
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Enter Don Pepro, CLAUDIO, BENEDICK, BALYHAZAR; JouN, 
Boracuro, Marearer, Ursuna, and maskers. 

D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your friend? 

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and say nothing, 
Iam yours for the walk; and, especially, when I walk away. 

D. Pedro. With me in your company? 

Hero. Umay say so, when I please. 

D: Pedro. And when please you to say so? 

Hero. When I like your favour; for God defend, the lute 
should be like the case! 

D. Pedro. My visor is Philemon’s roof; within the house is 
Jove. 

Hero. Why, then your visor should be thatch’d. 

D. Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. 

[Zakes her aside. 

Bene. Well, I would you did like me. 

Marg. Sowould notI, for your own sake; for I haye many 
ill qualities. 

Bene. Which is one? 

Marg. Isay my prayers aloud. 

Bene. (love you the better; the hearers may cry Amen. 

Marg. God match me with a good dancer! 

Balth. ~Amen. 

Marg. And God keep him out of my sight, when the dance is 
done! — Answer, clerk. 

Balth. No more words: the clerk is answered. 

Urs. Iknow you well enough: you are signior Antonio. 

Ant. Ataword, Iam not. 

Urs. know you by the waggling of your head. 

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, unless you were 
the very man. Here's his dry hand up and down: you are he, 
you are he. 

Ant. Ataword, Lam not. 

Urs, Come, come: do you think Ido not know you by your 
excellent wit? Can virtue hide itself? Go to, mum, you are he: 
graces will appear, and there ’s an end. 
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Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so? 

Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are? 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat. Thatiwas disdainful, and that Lhad my good wit out 
of the ‘‘Hundred merry Tales.”-——Well, this was signior Benedick 
that said so. 

Bene. What’s he? 

Beat. Lam sure, you know him well enough. 

Bene. NotI, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh? 

Bene. Upray you, what is he? 

Beat. Why, he is the prince’s jester: avery dull fool, only 
his gift is in devising impossible slanders: none but libertines 
delight in him; and the commendation is not in his wit, but in his 
villainy, for he both pleases men , and angers them, and then they 
Jaugh at him, and beat him. Tam sure, he is in the fleet; I would 
he had boarded me! 

Bene. When I know the gentleman, I ’Il tell him what you 
say. 
Beat. Do, do: he’ll but break a comparison or two on me; 
which, peradventure, not marked, or not laughed at, strikes him 
into melancholy; and then there’s a partridge’ wing saved, for the 
fool will eat no supper that night. [Music within.}] We must 
follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them at the next 
turning. 

[Danee. Then, exeunt all but Joux, Boracuto, and Ciaupro. 

John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath with- 
drawn her father to break with him about it. The ladies follow her, 
and but one visor remains. 

Bora. And that is Claudio : I know him by his bearing. 

John. Are not you signior Benedick? 

Claud. You know me well: Iam he. 

John. Signior, you are very near my brother in his love: he 
is enamoured on Hero. I pray you, dissuade him from her; she 
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is no equal for his birth: you may do the part of an honest man 
in it. 
Claud. How know you he loves her? 
John. Iheard him swear his affection. 
Bora. So did Itoo; and he swore he would marry her to- 
night. 
John. Come, let us to the banquet. 
| [Eaeunt Joun and Boracuio. 
Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick 3 
But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio. 
'T is certain so: — the prince woos for himself. 
Friendship is constant in all other things, 
Save in the office and affairs of love: 
Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues; 
Let every eye negotiate for itself, 
And trust no agent, for beauty is a witch, 
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. 
This is an accident of hourly proof, 
Which I mistrusted not. Farewell , therefore, Hero! 


hte-enter BENEDICK. 

Bene. Count Claudio? 

Claud. Yea, thesame. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me? 

Claud. Whither? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own business, 
county. What fashion will you wear the garland of ? About 
your neck, like an usurer’s chain, or under your arm, -like a lieu- 
tenant’s scarf? You must wear it one way, for the prince hath got 
your Hero, 

Claud. I wish him joy of her. 

Bene. Why, that ’s spoken like an honest droyer: so they 


sell bullocks. But did you think, the prince would haye served 
you thus? 


Claud. Ipray you, leaye me. 


Bene. Ho! now you strike like the blind man: ’t was the boy 
that stole your meat, and you ‘Il beat the post. 
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Claud. Wit willnotbe, Ul leave you. [ Exit. 

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl! Now will he creep into sedges. 
— But, that my lady Beatrice should know me, and not know 
me! The prince’s fool! — Ha! it may be, I go under that title, 
bevause Lam merry. — Yea; butso Tam apt to do myself wrong: 
I am not so reputed: it is the base, though bitter disposition 
of Beatrice, that puts the world into her person, and so gives me 
out. Well, I’ll be revenged as I may. 


fte-enter Don Pepro. 
D. Pedro. Now, signior, where’s the count? Did you see 
him? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of lady Fame. 
I found him here as melancholy as a lodge in a warren: I told him, 
and, I think, I told him true, that your grace had got the good 
will of this young lady; and I offered him my company to a willow 
tree, either to make him a garland, as being forsaken, or to bind 
him up arod, as being worthy to be whipped. 

D. Pedro. Tobewhipped! ‘What’s his fault? 

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy; who, being 
overjoy’d with finding a bird’s nest, shows it his companion, 
and he steals it. 

D. Pedro. - Wilt thou make a trust a transgression? The 
transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss, the rod had been made, 
and the garland too; for the garland he might have worn himself, 
and the rod he might have bestow’d on you, who, as I take it, 
have stolen his bird’s nest. 

D. Pedro. Twill but teach them to sing, and restore them to 
the owner. 

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by my faith, you 
say honestly. 

D. Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you: the 
gentleman, that danced with her, told her she is much wronged 
by you. 

Bene. O! she misused me past the endurance of a block: an 
oak, but with one green leaf on it, would have answered her: my 
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very visor began to assume life, and scold with her. She told me, 
not thinking I had been myself, that I was the prince’s jester; 
that I was duller than a great thaw; huddling jest upon jest, with 
such impossible conveyance, upon me, that I stood like a man at 
a mark, with a whole army shooting at me. She speaks poig- 
nards, and every word stabs: if her breath were as terrible as 
her terminations, there were no/iving near her; she would infect 
to the north star. I would not marry her, though she were 
endowed with all that Adam had left him before he transgressed : 
she would have made Hercules have turned spit, yea, and have 
cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, talk not of her; you 
shall find her the infernal Até in good apparel. I would to God, 
some scholar would. conjure her; fer, certainly, while she is 
here, a man may live as quiet in hell, asin a sanctuary; and 
people sin upon purpose, because they would go thither, so, 
indeed, all disquiet, horror, and perturbation follow her. 


Enter Cuaupio, Bearrice, Hero, and Leonato. 

D. Pedro. Look, here she comes. 

Bene. Will your grace command meany service to the world’s 
end? I will go on the slightest errand now to the Antipodes, that 
you can devise to send me on: I will fetch you a toothpicker now 
from the farthest inch of Asia; bring you the length of Prester 
John’s foot; fetch you a hair of the great Cham’s beard; do you 
any embassage to the Pigmies, rather than hold three words’ 
conference with this harpy. You have no employment for me? 

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good company. 

Bene. OGod, Sir, here’s a dish I love not: I cannot endure 
my lady Tongue. \[Eait. 

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come; you haye lost the heart of 
signior Benedick. 

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while; and I gave 
him use for it, a double heart for his single one: marry, once 
before he won it of me with false dice, therefore your grace may 
well say I have lost it. 

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady; you haye put him 
down. 
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Beat. So I would not he should do me, my lord, lest I 
should prove the mother of fools. Ihave brought count Claudio, 
whom you sent me to seek. 

D. Pedro. Why, how now, count? wherefore are you sad? 

Claud. Notsad, mylord. 

D, Pedro. Howthen? Sick? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor merry, nor 
well; but civil, count, civil as an orange, and something of that 
jealous complexion. 

D. Pedro. Y faith, lady, Ithink your blazon to be true; 
though, Ill be sworn, if he be so, his conceit. is false. Here, 
Claudio, Ihave wooed in thy name, and fair Hero is won; Ihave 
broke with her father, and, his good will obtained, name the day 
of marriage, and God give thee joy! 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her my 
fortunes: his grace hath made the match, and all grace say 
Amen to it! 

Beat. Speak, count, ‘tis your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy: I were but 
little happy, if I could say how much. — Lady, as you dre mine, 
I am yours: I give away myself for you, and dote upon the 
exchange. 

Beat. Speak, cousin; or, if you cannot, stop his mouth 
with a kiss, and let him not speak neither. 

D. Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yea, my lord; I thank it, poor fool, it keeps on the 
windy side of care. — My cousin tells him in his ear, that he is in 
her heart. 

Claud. Andsoshe doth, cousin. 

Beat. Good lord! for alliance thus goes every one to the 
world but I, and I am sun-burned: I may sit in a corner, and 
cry, heigh ho! fora husband. 

D. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. YJ would rather have one of your father’s getting. Hath 
your grace ne’er a brother like you? Your father got excellent 
husbands, if a maid could come by them. 

FF 
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D. Pedro. Willyquhave me, lady 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have another for working- 
days: your grace is too costly to wear every day. — But, I 
beseech your grace, pardon me; I was born to speak all mirth, 
and no matter. 

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to be merry 
best becomes you; for, out of question, you were born in a 
ig merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried; but then there 
was a star danced, and under that was I horn — Cousins, God 
give you joy! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told you of? 

Beat. cry youmercy, uncle. — By your grace’s pardon. 

[Exit BEATRICE. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady. 

Leon. There’s little of the melancholy element in her, my 
lord: she is never sad, but when she sleeps; and not ever sad 
then, for Ihave heard my daughter say, she hath often dreamed 
of unhappiness, and waked herself with laughing. 

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a husband. 

Leon. O! by no means, she mocks all her wooers out of suit. 

D. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Benedick. 

Leon. O lord! my lord, if they were but a week married, 
they would talk themselves mad. 

D. Pedro. County Claudio, when mean you to go to church? 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord. Time goes on,crutches, till 
love haye all his rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is hence a just 
seven-night; anda time too brief, too, to have all things answer 
my mind. 

D. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long a breathing; 
but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time shall not go dully by us. I 
will, in the interim, undertake one of Hercules’ labours, which 
is, to bring signior Benedick and the lady Beatrice into a moun- 
tain of affection, the one with the other. I would fain have it 
a match; and I doubt not but to fashion it, if you three will but 
minister such assistance as I shall give you direction. 


156 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 21 


Leon. My lord, Iam for you, though it cost me ten nights’ 
watchings. 

Claud. AndI, my lord. 

D. Pedro. And youtoo, gentle Hero? 

Hero. Iwilldo any modest office, my lord, to help my cou- 
sin to a good husband. 

D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the, unhopefullest husband 
that I know. Thus far can I praise him: he is of a noble strain, 
of approved valour, and confirmed honesty. I will teach you how 
to humour your cousin, that she shall fall in love with Benedick ; 
— and I, with your two helps, will so practise on Benedick, 
that, in despite of his quick wit and his queasy stomach, he shall 
fall in love with Beatrice. If we can do this, Cupid is no longer an 
archer: his glory shall be ours, for we are the only love-gods. 
Go in with me, and I will tell you my drift. [ Haeunt. 


SCENE Il. 
Another Room in LEoNATO’S House. 


Enter Joun and BoRAcHIO. 

John. It is so: the count Claudio shall marry the daughter of 
Leonato. 

Bora.- Yea, my lord; but I can cross it. 

John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment will be medi- 
cinable to me: I am sick in displeasure to him, and whatsoever 
comes athwart his affection ranges evenly with mine. How canst 
thou cross this marriage? 

Bora. Not honestly, my lord; but so covertly that no dis- 
honesty shall appear in me. 

John. Show me briefly how. 

Bora. think, Itold your lordship, a year since, how much 
Iam in the favour of Margaret, the Waiting-gentlewoman to 
Hero. 

John. Lremember. 

Bora. can, at any unseasonable instant of the night, ap- 
point her to look out at her lady’s chamber-window. 

John. What life is in that to be the death of this marriage? 
15 
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Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper. Go you to 
the prince your brother: spare not to tell him, that he hath 
wronged his honour in marrying the renowned Claudio (whose 
estimation do you mightily hold up) toa contaminated stale, such 
a one as Hero. 

John. What proof shall I make of that? 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to yex Claudio, 
to undo Hero, and kill Leonato. Look you for any other issue? 

John. Only to despite them I will endeavour any thing. 

Bora. Go then; find mea meet hour to draw Don Pedro and 
the Count Claudio, alone: tell them, that you know that Hero 
loves me; intend a kind of zeal both to the prince and Claudio, (as 
in love of-your brother’s honour, who hath made this match, 
and his friend’s reputation, who is thus like to be cozened with 
the semblance of a maid) that you have discovered thus. They 
will scarcely believe this without trial: offer them instances, 
which shall bear no less likelihood than to see met at her chamber- 
window, hear me call Margaret Hero; hear Margaret term me 
Claudio; and bring them to sce this the very night before the 
intended wedding: for in the mean time I will so fashion the 
matter, that Hero shall be absent, and there shall appear such 
seeming truth of Hero’s disloyalty, that jealousy shall be eall’d 
assurance, and all the preparation oyerthrown. 

John. Grow this to what adyerse issue it can, Iwill put it in 
practice. Be cunning in the working this, and thy fee is a thou- 
sand ducats. 

Bora. Be you constant in the accusation, and-my cunning 
shall not shame me. 

John. will presently go'learn their day of marriage. 

[Baveunt. 


SCENE Il. 
LeEonaTo’s Garden. 


Enter BENEDICK. 
Bene. Boy! 
Enter a Boy. 


Boy. Signior. 
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Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book; bring it hither to 
me in the orchard. 


Boy. Yamhere already, Sir. 

Bene. 1 know that; [Batt Boy.| but I would have thee 
hence, and here again. I do much wonder, that one man, 
seeing how much another man isa fool when he dedicates his 
behaviours to love, will, after he hath laughed at such shallow 
follies in others, become the argument of his own scorn by 
falling in love: and such aman is Claudio. I have known, when 
there was no music with him but the drum and the fife; and now 
had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe: Lhave known, when 
he would have walked ten mile afoot to seca good armour; and 
now will he lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion of a new 
doublet. He was wont to speak plain, and to the purpose, like 
an honest man, anda soldier; and now is he turn’d orthographer: 
his words are a yery fantastical banquet, just so many strange 
dishes. May I be so converted, and see with these eyes? I 
cannot tell; I think not: I will not be sworn, but love may trans- 
form me to an oyster; but I’ll take my oath on it, till he haye 
made an oyster of me, he shall never make me such a fool. One 
woman is fair, yet Iam well: another is wise, yet I am well: 
another virtuous, yet Iam well; but till all graces be in one wo- 
man, one woman shall not come in my grace. Rich she shall 
be, that’s certain; wise, or I ’Il none; Virtuous, or Ill never 
cheapen her; fair, or I’H never look on her; mild, or come not 
near me; noble, or not I for an angel; of good discourse, an 
excellent musician, and her hair shall be of what colour it please 
God. Ha! the prince and monsieur Love! I will hide me in the 


arbour. [Withdraws. 
Enter Don PEDRO, LEONAYTO , and CLaupio, 


D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music? 

Claud. Yea, my goodlord. Howstill the evening is, 
As hush’d on purpose to grace harmony! 

D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himself? 


Claud. O, very well, my lord: the music ended, 
We ‘ll fit the kid-fox with a penny-worth. 
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Enter BALYVYHAZAR, with music. 
D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we ’ll hear that song again. 
Balth. O! good my lord, tax not so bad a yoice 
To slander music any more than once. 
D. Pedro. tis the witness still of excellency, 
To puta strange face on his own perfection. — 
I pray thee, sing, andletmewoonomore. — 
Balth. Because you talk of wooing, I will sing; 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy; yet he woos, 
Yet will he swear, he loves. 
D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come: 
Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument , 
Do it in notes. 
Balth. Note this before my notes; 
There ’s not a note of mine that ’s worth the noting. 
D. Pedro. Why these are very crotchets that he speaks ; 
Note notes, forsooth, and nothing! [Music. 
Bene. [Aside.] Now, divine air! now is his soul ravish’d! 
—Is it not strange, that sheeps’ guts should hale souls out of 
men’s bodies? — Well, a horn for my money, when all’s done. 


THE SONG. 
Balth.  Sighno more, ladies, sigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever ; . 
One foot in sea, and one on shore; 
To one thing constant never. 
Then sigh not so, 
But let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny , 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into, Heynonny , nonny. 


Sing no more ditties, sing'no mo 
Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 

The fraud of men was ever so, 
Since summer first was leavy. 

Then sigh not so, &c. 
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D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

Balth. And anill singer, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Ha? no, no; faith, thou singest well enough for 
a shift. 

Bene. [Aside.] An he had been a dog that should have 
howled thus, they would have hang’d him; and, Ipray God, his 
bad voice bode no mischief! I had as lief have heard the night- 
rayen, come what plague could have come after it. 

D. Pedro. Yea, marry; dost thou hear, Balthazar? I pray 
thee, get us some excellent music, for to-morrow night we would 
have it at the lady Hero’s chamber window. 

Balth. ThebestIcan, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Doso: farewell. [Eaxeunt BaL.THAZAR and mu- 
szetans.] Come hither, Leonato: what was it you told me of to- 
day? that your niece Beatrice was in love with signior Benedick ? 

Claud. [Aside to Pedro.| O, ay: — stalk on, stalk on; 
the fowl sits. [Alowd.] I did never think that lady would have 
loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither; but most wonderful, that she 
should so dote on signior Benedick , whom she hath in all outward 
behaviours seemed ever to abhor. 

Bene. [Aside.] Is ’t possible? Sits the wind in that corner? 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to think of 
it, but that she loves him with an enraged affection: it is past the 
infinite of thought. 

D. Pedro. Maybe, she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. ’Faith, like enough. é 

Leon. O God! counterfeit! There was never counterfeit of 
passion came so near the life of passion, as she discovers it. 

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she? 

Claud. [Aside.] Bait the hook well: this fish will bite. 

Leon. What effects, my lord? She will sit you, — you heard 
my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

D. Pedro. How, how, Ipray you? You amaze me: I would 


haye thought her spirit had been invincible against all assaults of 
affection. 
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Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord; especially 
against Benedick. 

Bene. [Aside.] Ishould think this a gull, but that the white- 
bearded fellow speaks it: knayery cannot, sure, hide himself in 
such reverence. 

Claud. [Aside.| He hath ta’en the infection: hold it up. 

D. Pedro, Hath she made her affection known to Benedick? 

Leon. No, and swears she never will: that ’s her torment. 

Claud. °T is true, indeed; so your daughter says: ‘‘Shall 
I,” says she, ‘‘that have so oft encountered him with scorn, 
write to him that Ilove him?” 

Leon. This says she, now, when she is beginning to write to 
him; for she Il be up twenty times a night, and there will she sit 
in her smock, till she have writ a sheet of paper. — My daughter 
tells us all. 

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, Iremember a pretty 
jest your daughter told us of. 

Leon. O!— when she had writ it, and was reading it over, 
she found Benedick and Beatrice between the sheet? — 

Claud. That. 

Leon. O: she tore the letter into a thousand half-pence; 
railed at herself, that she should be so immodest to write to one 
that she knew would flout her: — ‘‘I measure him,” says she, 
‘by my own spirit; for I should flout him, if he writ to me; yea, 
though I love him, I should.” 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, sobs, 
beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses; — ‘‘O sweet Be- 
nedick! God give me patience!” 

Leon. She doth indeed: my daughter says so; and the ecstasy 
hath so much overborne her, that my daughter is sometimes 
afeard she will do a desperate outrage to herself. It is very true. 

D. Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of it by some 
other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud. To what end? He would but make a sport of it, and 
torment the poor lady worse. 

D. Pedro. Anhe should, it were an alms to hang him. She’s 
an excellent sweet lady, and out of all suspicion she is virtuous. 
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Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 

D. Pedro. Ynevery thing, but in loving Benedick. 

Leon, O! my lord, wisdom and blood combating in so tender 
ahody, we have ten proofs to one, that blood hath the victory. I 
am sorry for her, as I haye just cause, being her uncle and her 
guardian. 

D. Pedro. would, she had bestowed this dotage on me; I 
would have daff’d all other respects, and made her half myself. 
I pray you, tell Benedick of it, and hear what a’ will say. 

Leon. Were it good, think you? 

Claud. Hero thinks surely, she will die; for she says, she 
will die if he love her not, and she will die ere she make her love 
known, and she will die if he woo her, rather than she will ’bate 
one breath of her accustomed crossness. 

D. Pedro. She doth well: if she should make tender of her 
love, ‘t is very possible he ‘Il scorn it; for the man, as you know 
all, hath a contemptible spirit. 

Claud. He is a very proper man. 

D. Pedro. Hehath, indeed, a good outward happiness. 

Claud. Before God, and in my mind, very wise. 


D. Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some sparks that are like 
wit. 


Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you: and in the managing of 
quarrels you may say he is wise; for either he avoids them with 
great discretion, or undertakes them with a most Christian-like 
fear. 

Leon. Ifhe do fear God, he must necessarily keep peace: if 
he break the peace, he ought to enter into a quarrel with fear and 
trembling. 

D. Pedro. And so will he do; for the man doth fear God, 
howsoever it seems not in him by some large jests he will make. 
Well, Iam sorry for your niece. Shall we go seek Benedick, and 
tell him of her love? 


Claud. Neyer tell him, my lord: let her wear it out with 
good counsel. 
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Leon. Nay, that ’s impossible; she may wear her heart out 
first. 

D. Pedro. Well, we will hear farther of it by your daughter : 
let it cool the while, I Jove Benedick well, and I could wish he 
would modestly examine himself, to see how much he is unworthy 
so good a lady. 

Leon. My lord, will you walk? dinner is ready. 

Claud. [Aside.] If he do not dote on her upon this, I will 
never trust my expectation. 

D. Pedro. [Aside.] Let there be the same net spread for her; 
and that must your daughter and her gentlewomen carry. The 
sport will be, when they hold one an opinion of another’s dotage, 
and no such matter: that’s the scene that I would see, which will 
be merely adumb show. Let us send her to call him in to dinner. 

[Exeunt Don PEDRO, CLAUDIO, and LEONATO. 

Bene. [advancing from the Arbour.| This can be no trick: 
the conference was sadly borne. — They have the truth of this 
from Hero. They seem to pity the lady: it seems, her affections 
have their full bent. Love me! why, it must be requited. I 
hear how I am censured: they say, I will bear myself proudly, if 
I perceive the love come from her: they say, too, that she will 
rather die than give any sign of affection. — I did never think to 
marry. — I must not seem proud. — Happy are they that hear their 
detractions, and can put them to mending. They say, the lady 
is fair; ‘tisatruth, I can bear them witness: and virtuous; ’tis 
so, I cannot reprove it: and wise, but for loving me; by my 
troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor no great argument of her 
folly, for I will be horribly in love with her. Emay chance have 
some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, because I 
have railed so long against marriage; but doth not the appetite 
alter? A man loves the meat in his youth, that he cannot endure 
in his age. Shall quips, and sentences, and these paper bullets 
of the brain, awe a man from the career of his humour? No; the 
world must be peopled. When I said I would die a bachelor, I 
did not think I should live till I were married. — Here comes Bea- 
trice. By this day, she ’s a fair lady: I do spy some marks of 
love in her. 
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Enter BEATRICE. 

Beat. Against my will, I am sent to bid you come in to 
dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks, than you take 
pains to thank me: if it had been painful, I would not have come. 

Bene. You take pleasure, then, in the message? 

Beat. Yéa, just so much as you may take upon a knife’s 
point, and choke a daw withal. — You have no stomach, signior : 
fare you well. [ Exit. 

Bene. Ha! ‘Against my will I am sent to bid you come in to 
dinner” — there’s a double meaning in that. ‘I took no more 
pains for those thanks, than you took pains to thank me” — that’s 
as much as to say, any pains that I take for you is as easy as 
thanks. — If I do not take pity of her, lama villain: if Ido not 
love her, Tama Jew. I will go get her picture. [Livit. 


ACT. Ill. SCENE I. 
LEONATO’S Garden. 


Enter HERO, MARGARET, and URSULA. 
Hero. Good Margaret, run thee to the parlour ; 
There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing with the Prince and Claudio: 
Whisper her ear, and tell her, Iand Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Xs all ofher: say, that thou overheard’st us; 
And bid her steal into the pleached bower, 
Where honey-suckles, ripen’d by the sun, 
Forbid the sun to enter; like favourites , 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it. — There will she hide her, 
To listen our propose. This is thy office; 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 
Marg. 1’llmake her come, I warrant you, presently. [Hait. 
Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come, 
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As we do trace this alley up and down, 

Our talk must only be of Benedick: 

When I do name him, let it be thy part 

To praise him more than ever man did merit. 

My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 

Is sick in love with Beatrice: of this matter 

Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made, 

That only wounds by hearsay. Now begin; : 


Enter BEarricr, behind. 


For look where Beatrice, like alapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 
Urs. The pleasant’st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream , 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait: 
So angle we for Beatrice; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture. 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 
Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose nothing 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. — 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful; 
Iknow, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock. 
Urs. But are you sure 
That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely? 
Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed lord. 
Urs. And did they bid her tell you of it, madam? 
Hero. They did intreat me to acquaint her of it; 
But I persuaded them, if they lov’d Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 
Urs. Why did youso? Doth not the gentleman . 
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon? 
Hero. O God of love! Iknow, he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man; 
But nature never fram’d a woman’s heart. 
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Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice: 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes , 
Misprising what they look on; and her wit 
Values itself so highly; that to her 

All matter else seems weak. She cannot love, 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 

She is so self-endeared. 


Urs. Sure, I think so; 
And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 


Hero. Why, youspeak truth. Inever yet saw man, 
How wise, how noble, young, howrarely featur’d, 
But she would spell him backward: if fair-fac’d, 
She ’d swear the gentleman should be her sister: 
Ifblack, why, nature, drawing of an antick, 
Made a foul blot: iftall, aJance ill-headed: 

If low, an agate very vilely cut: 

If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds: 
If silent, why, a block moved with none. 

So turns she every man the wrong side out, 

And never gives to truth and virtue that 

Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 


Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable. 
Hero. No; notto beso odd, and from all fashions 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable. 
But who dare tell herso? If should speak, 
She would mock me into air: O! she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me td death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover’d fire, 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly: 
It were a better death than die with mocks, 
Which is as bad as die with tickling. 
Urs. Yet tell her of it: hear what she will say. 
Hero. No; rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counsel him to fight against his passion : 
And, truly, I’ll devise some honest slanders 
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To stain my cousin with. One doth not know, 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Urs. O! do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true judgment, 
(Having so swift and excellent a wit, 

As she is priz’d to haye) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as signior Benedick. 
Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 


Urs. Ipray you, be not angry with me, madam, 
Speaking my fancy: signior Benedick, 
For shape, for bearing, argument, and yalour, 
Goes foremost in report through Italy. 
Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 
Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it. — 
When are you married, madam? 
Hero. Why, every day; — to-morrow. Come, goin: 
I’}l show thee some attires, and haye thy counsel. . 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 
Urs. [Aside.] She’s lim’d, I warrant you: we have caught 
her, madam. 
Hero. |Aside.] fit prove so, then loving goes by haps: 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 
[ Haeunt HERO and URSULA. 
Beat. {advancing.] What fire is in mine ears? Can this be 
true? 
Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so much? - 
Contempt, farewell! and maiden pride, adieu! 
No glory lives behind the back of such. 
And, Benedick, love on: I will requite thee, 
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand. 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 
To bind our loves up in a holy band; 
For others sav thou dost deserve, and I 
Believe is better than reportingly. 
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SCENE Il. 
A Room in LEonaTo’s House. 


Enter Don PepRO, CLAuDIO, BENEDICK, and LEONATO, 

D. Pedro. 1 do but stay till your marriage be consummate, 
and then go I toward Arragon. 

Claud. 1’ bring you thither, my lord, if you ’ll vouchsafe me. 

D. Pedro. Nay; that would be as great a soil in the new gloss 
of your marriage, as to show a child his new coat, and forbid him 
to wearit. I will only be bold with Benedick for his company; for 
from the crown of his head to the sole of his foot, he is all mirth: 
he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid’s bow-string, and the little hang- 
man dare not shoot at him. He hath a heart as sound as a bell, 
and his tongue is the clapper; for what his heart thinks, his tongue 
speaks. 

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

Leon. SosayI:,methinks, you are sadder. 

Claud. hope, he bein love. 

D. Pedro. Hang him, truant! there’s no true drop of blood 
in him, to be truly touch’d with love. If he be sad, he wants 
money. 

Bene. Ihave the tooth-ache. 

D. Pedro. Draw it. 

Bene. Hangit! 

Claud. You must hangit first, and draw it afterwards. 

D. Pedro. What! sigh for the tooth-ache? 

Leon. Whereis buta humour, ora worm? 

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief, but he that has it. 

Claud. YetsayI, he is in love. 

D. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in him, unless it 
be a fancy that he hath to strange disguises; as to be a Dutchman 
to-day, a Frenchman to-morrow, or in the shape of two countries 
at once; as a German from the waist downward, allslops, and a 
Spaniard from the hip upward, no doublet. Unless he have a 
fancy to this foolery, as it appears he hath, heis no fool for fancy, 
as you would have it appear he is. 

Claud. Ifhe be not in love with some woman, there is no be- 
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lieving old signs: a’ brushes his hat 0’ mornings; what should that 
bode? 

D. Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber's? 

Claud. No, but the barber’s man hath been seen with him, 
and the old ornament of his cheek hath already stuffed tennis-balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by the loss of 
a beard. 

D. Pedro. Nay, a’ rubs himself with civet: can you smell him 
out by that? 

Claud. That’s as much as to say, the sweet youth ’s in love. 

D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melancholy. 

Claud. And when was he wont to wash his face? 

D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the which, I hear 
what they say of him. 

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit, which is now crept into'a 
lutestring, and now governed by stops. 

D. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale forhim. Conclude, 
conclude, he is in love. 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him. 

D. Pedro. That would I know too: I warrant, one that knows 
him not. 

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions; and in despite of all dies 
for him. 

D. Pedro. She shall be buried with her face upwards. 

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ache. — Old signior, 
walk aside with me: I have studied eight or nine wise words to 
speak to you, which these hobby-horses must not hear. 

[ Exeunt BENEDICK and LEONATO. 

D. Pedro. For my life, to break with him about Beatrice. 

Claud. ’Tis evenso. Hero and Margaret have by this played 
their parts with Beatrice, and then the two bears will not bite one 
another when they meet. 


Enter Joun. 
John. My lord and brother , God save you. 
D. Pedro. Good den, brother. 


John. If your Jeisure served » I would speak with you. 
D. Pedro. In private? 
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John. fit please you; yet count Claudio may hear, for what 
I would speak of concerns him. 

D, Pedro. What’s the matter? 

John. [To CLaupi0.] Means your lordship to be married to- 

morrow ? 

D. Pedro. Youknow, he does. 

John. Iknownotthat, when he knows what I know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you, discover it. 

John. You may think, I love you not: let that appear here- 
after, and aim better at me by that I now will manifest. For my 
brother, I think, he holds you well, and in dearness of heart hath 
holp to effect your ensuing marriage; surely, suit ill spent, and 
Jabour ill bestowed! 

D. Pedro. Why, what’s the matter? 

John. I came hither to tell you; and, circumstances shortened, 
(for she has been too long a talking of, ) the lady is disloyal. 

Claud. Who? Hero? 

John. Even she: Leonato’s Hero, your Hero, every man’s Hero. 

Claud. Disloyal? 

John. The word is toe good to paint out her wickedness: I 
could say, she were worse: think you of a worse title, and I will 
fit her to it. Wonder not till farther warrant: go but with me to- 
night, you shall see her chamber-window entered, even the night 
before her wedding-day: if you love her then, to-morrow wed 
her; but it would better fit your honour to change your mind. 

Claud. May this be so? 

D. Pedro. Twill not think it. 

John. If you dare not trust that you see, confess not that you 
know. Ifyou will follow me, I willshow you enough; and when 
you have seen more, and heard more, proceed accordingly. 

Claud. (£1 see any thing to-night, why I should not marry 
her to-morrow, in the congregation, where I should wed, there 
will I shame her. 

D. Pedro. And, asI wooed for thee to obtain her, I will join 
with thee to disgrace her. 

John. I will disparage her no farther, till you are my wit- 
nesses: bear it coldly but till midnight, and let the issue show itself. 
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Et D. Pedro. © day untowardly turned! 
Hea Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting! 

John. O plague right well prevented! So will you say, when 
you have seen the sequel. [Exeunt. 


| SCENE III. 
Bis A Street. 


Enter DoGBeRRy and VERGES, with the Watch. 

Dogb. Are you good men and true? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should suffer salya- 
tion, body and soul. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good for them, if 
they should haye any allegiance in them, being chosen for the 
prince’s watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dogberry. 

Dogb. First, who think you the most desartless man to be 
constable? 

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, Sir, or George Seacoal, for they 
can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal: God hath blessed 
you witha good name: to be a well-fayoured man is the gift of 
fortune, but to write and read comes by nature. 

2 Watch. Both which, master constable, — 

Dogb. You haye: I knew it would be your answer. Well, 
for your favour, Sir, why, give God thanks, and make no boast 
ofit; and for your writing and reading, let that appear when 
there is no need of such vanity. You are thought here to be the 
most senseless and fit man for the constable of the watch; there- 
fore bear you the lantern. This is your charge. You shall com- 
prehend all vagrom men: you are to bid any man stand, in the 
prince’s name. 

2 Watch. How, if a’ will not stand? 

Dogb. Why then, take no note of him, butlethimgo; and 
presently call the rest of the watch together, and thank God you 


are rid of a knaye,. 
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Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is none of 
the prince’s subjects. 

Dogb. True; and they are to meddle with none but the 
prince’s subjects. — You shall also make no noise in the streets ; 
for for the watch to babble and talk ismost tolerable, and not to be 
endured. 

2 Watch. We will rather sleep than talk: we know what 
belongs to a watch. 

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and most quiet 
watchman, for I cannot see how sleeping should offend; only, 
have a care that your bills be not stolen. Well, you are to call at 
all the ale-houses, and bid those that are drunk get them to bed. 

2 Watch. How, if they will not? 

Dogbh. Why then, let them alone till they are sober: if they 
make you not then the better answer, you may say, they are not 
the men you took them for. 

2 Watch. Well, Sir. 

Dogb. If you meeta thief, you may suspect him, by virtue 
of your office, to be no true man; and, for such kind of men, 
the less you meddle or make with them, why, the more is for 
your honesty. 

2 Watch. Wf we know him to bea thief, shall we not lay hands 
on him? 

Dogb. Truly, by your office you may; but, I think, they 
that touch pitch will be defiled. The most peaceable way for you, 
if you do take a thief, is, to let him show himself what he is, and 
steal out of your company. 

Verg. You have been always called a merciful man, partner. 


Dogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will; much - 


more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you must call to 
the nurse, and bid her still it. 

2 Watch. How, if the nurse be asleep, and. will not 
hear us? 

Dogb. Why then, depart in peace, and let the child wake 
her with crying; for the ewe that will not hear her lamb when it 
baes, will never answer a calf when he bleats. 


173 


38 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


Verg. ’T is very true. 

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You, constable, are 
to present the prince’s own person: if you meet the prince in the 
night, you may stay him. 

Verg. Nay by’rlady, that, I think, a’ cannot. 

Dogb. Five shillings to one on’t, with any man that knows 

‘ the statutes, he may stay him: marry, not without the prince be 
Bae willing; for, indeed, the watch ought to offend no man, andit is 
i an offence to stay a man against his will. 

Verg. By’rlady, I think, it beso. 

Dogb. Ha, ha, ha! Well, masters, good night: an there 
be any matter of weight chances, call up me. Keep your fellows’ 
counsels and your own, and good night. Come, neighbour. 

2 Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charge: let us go 

sit here upon the church-bench till two, and then all to-bed. 
Dogb. One word more, honest neighbours. I pray you, 
watch about signior Leonato’s door; for the wedding being there 
to-morrow, there is a great coil to-night. Adieu; be vigitant, I 
beseech you. [Exeunt DocBeRRy and VERGES. 


Enter Boracuio and ConRADE. 


Bora. What! Conrade! 

Watch. [Aside.] Peace! stir not. 

Bora. Conrade, Isay! 

Con. Here, man; Iamatthy elbow. 

Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched; I thought, there would 
a scab follow. 

Con. I will owe thee an answer for that; and now forward 
with thy tale. 

Bora. Stand thee close, then, under this penthouse, for 
it drizzles rain, and I will, like a true drunkard , utter all to 
thee. 

Watch. [Aside.] Some treason, masters; yet stand close. 

Bora. Therefore know, I haye earned of Don John a thousand 
ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that any yillainy should be so dear? 

Bora. Thou should’st rather ask, if it were possible any 
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villainy should be so rich; for when rich villains have need of poor 
ones, poor ones may make what price they will. 

Con. Iwonder at it. 

Bora. That shows thou art unconfirmed. Thou knowest, 


that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, ora cloak, is nothing to 
aman. 


Con. Yes, itis apparel. 

Bora. mean, the fashion. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bora. Tush! I may as well say, the fool’s the fool. But 
Seest thou not what a deformed thief this fashion is? 

Watch. [Aside.] 1 know that Deformed: a’ has been a vile 


thief this seven year: a’ goes up and down like a gentleman. I 
remember his name. 


Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody? 

Con. No: ’t was the vane on the house. 

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief this 
fashion is? how giddily a’ turns about all the hot bloods between 
fourteen and five and thirty? sometime, fashioning them like 
Pharaoh’s soldiers in the reechy painting; sometime, like god 
Bel’s priests in the old church window; sometime, like the 
shaven Hercules in the smirched worm-eaten tapestry, where his 
cod-piece seems as massy as his club? 

Con. Allthis I see, andIsee that the fashion wears out more 
apparel than the man. But art not thou thyself giddy with the 
fashion too, that thou nast’shifted out of thy tale into telling me of 
the fashion? 

Bora. Not so, neither; but know, that I have to-night 
wooed Margaret, the lady Hero’s gentlewoman, by the name of 
Hero: she leans me out at her mistress’ chamber-window, bids 
me a thousand times good night. — I tell this tale vilely: — I 
should first tell thee, how the Prince, Claudio, and my master, 
planted, and placed, and possessed by my master Don John, 
saw afar off in the orchard this amiable encounter. 

Con. And thought they Margaret was Hero? 

Bora. Two of them did’, the prince and Claudio; but the 
deyil, my master, knew she was Margaret, and partly by his 


175 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


oaths, which first possessed them, partly by the dark night, 
which did deceive them, but chiefly by my villainy, which did 
confirm any slander that Don John had made, away went Claudio 
enraged; swore he would meet her, as he was appointed, next 
morning at the temple, and there, before the whole congregation, 
shame her with what he saw oyer-night, and send her home again 
without a husband. 

1 Watch. _ We charge you in the prince’s name, stand. 

2 Watch. Call up the right master constable. We haye here 
recovered the most dangerous piece of lechery, that ever was 
known in the commonwealth. 

1 Watch. And one Deformed is one of them: I know him, a’ 
wears a lock. 

Con. Masters, masters! 

2 Watch. You’ll be made bring Deformed forth, I warrant 
you. 

Con. Masters, — 

1 Watch, Never speak: we charge you, let us obey you to go 
with us. 

Bora. Weare like to prove a goodly commodity, being taken 
up of these men’s bills. 

Con. A commodity in question, I warrant you. Come, we’ll 
obey you. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 
A Room in LEonaTo’s House. 
Enter HERO, MARGARET, and URSULA. 


Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and desire 
her to rise. 

Urs. Iwill, lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urs. Well. [Hatt URSULA. 

Marg. Troth, I think, your other rabato were better. 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I’ll wear this 

Marg. By my troth, it ’s not so good; and I warrant, your 
cousin will say so. 
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Hero. My cousin ’s a fool, and thou art another. I ’Il wear 
none but this. 

Marg. Ilike the new tire within excellently, if the hair were 
a thought browner; and your gown’s a most rare fashion, aoith 
I'saw the duchess of Milan’s gown, that they praise so. 

Hero. O, that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my troth, it ’s but a night-gown in respect of 
yours: cloth o’ gold, and cuts, and laced with silver, set with 
pearls, down sleeves, side sleeves, and skirts round, under- 
borne with a bluish tinsel; but fora fine, quaint, graceful, and 
excellent fashion, yours is worth ten on’t. 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart is exceeding 
heavy! 

Marg. °T willbe heavier soon by the weight of a man. 

Hero. Fie upon thee! art not ashamed? 

Marg. Of what, lady? of speaking honourably? Is not 
marriage honourable in a beggar? Is not your lord honourble 
without marriage? Ithink, you would have me say, saving your 
reverence, — a husband: an bad thinking do not wrest true 
speaking, I ‘ll offend no body. Is there any harm in — the 
heavier for a husband? None, I think, an it be the right hus- 
band, and the right wife; otherwise ’t is light, and not heavy: 
ask my lady Beatrice else; here she comes. 


inter BEATRICE. 

Hero. Good morrow, coz. 

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero. 

Hero. Why, how now? do you speak in the sick tune? 

Beat. Yam out of all other tune, methinks. 

Marg. Clap us into — ‘‘Light 0’ love;” ‘that goes without a 
burden: do you sing it, and Ill dance it. 

Beat. Yea, ‘Light 0’ love,” with your heels! — then, if 
your husband have stables enough, you ’II see he shall lack no 
barns. 

Marg. Q illegitimate construction! I scorn that with my 
heels. 
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hat Beat. ’T is almost five o’clock, cousin: ’t is time you were 
Hy ready. By my troth, Iam exceeding ill. — Heigh ho! 
Hi Marg. Forahawk, ahorse, or a husband? 

Mi Beat. For the letter that begins themall, H. 

ue Marg. Well; an you be not turned Turk, there ’s no more 
iat sailing by the star. 
He ity Beat. What means the fool, trow? 
Hi: Marg. NothingI; but God send every one their heart’s 
desire! 

Hero. These gloves the count sent me, they are an excellent 
perfume. 

Beat. Lamstuffed, cousin, I cannot smell. 

Marg. A maid, and stuffed! there ’s goodly catching of cold. 

Beat. O, God help me! God help me! how long haye you 
profess’d apprehension? 

Marg. Ever since you left it. Doth not my wit become me 
rarely? 

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should wear it in your cap. 
— By my troth, Tam sick. 

Marg. Get you some of this distilled carduus benedictus, 
and lay it to your heart: it is the only thing for a qualm. 

Hero. There thou prick’st her with a thistle. 

Beat. Benedictus! why benedictus? you have some moral in 
this benedictus. 

Marg. Moral? no, by my troth, [have no moral meaning; I 
meant, plain holy-thistle. You may think, perchance, that I 
think you are in love: nay, by’r lady, I am not such a fool to 
think what I list; nor I list not to think what I can; nor, indeed, 
X cannot think, ifI would think my heart out of thinking, that 
you are in love, or that you will bein love, or that you can be in 
love. Yet Benedick was such another, and now is he become a 
man: he swore he would never marry; and yet now, in despite of 
his heart, he eats his meat without grudging: and how you may 
be converted, I know not, but, methinks, you look with your 
eyes as other women do. 

Beat. What pace it is this that thy tongue keeps? 

Marg. Nota false gallop. 
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Re-enter Unsuta. 

Urs. Madam, withdraw: the prince, the count, signior Be- 
nedick, Don John, and all the gallants of the town, are come to 
fetch you to church. 

Hero. Help todressme, good coz, good Meg, good Ursula. 

[Haeunt. 


SCENE. V. 
Another Room in LEonaro’s House. 


Enter Leonatvo, with DogBperRRy and VERGES. 


Leon.. What would you with me, honest neighbour? 

Dogb. Marry, Sir, I would have some confidence with you, 
that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Brief, I pray you; for, you see, it is a busy time 
with me. 

Dogb. Marry, thisitis, Sir. 

Verg. Yes, intruthitis, Sir. 

Leon. Whatisit, my good friends? 

Dogb. Goodman Verges, Sir, speaks a little off the matter: 
an old man, Sir, and his wits are not so blunt, as, God help, I 
would desire they were; but, in faith, honest as the skin between 
his brows. 

Verg. Yes, I thank God, I am as honest as any man living, 
that is an old man, and no honester than I. 

Dogb. Comparisons are odorous: palabras, neighbour 
Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Dogb. Itpleases your worship to say so, but we are the poor 
duke’s officers; but, truly, for mine own part, if I were as 
tedious asa king, I could find in my heart to bestow it all of your 
worship. 

Leon. A\l thy tediousness on me? ha! 

Dogtb. Yea, an’t were a thousand pound more than’tis; for 
I hear as good exclamation on your worship, as of any man in the 
city, and though I be but a poor man, I am glad to hear it. 

Verg. Andsoamf, 
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Leon. would fain know what you have to say. 

Verg. Marry, Sir, our watch to-night, excepting your wor- 
ship’s presence, have ta’en a couple of as arrant knayes as any in 
Messina, 

Dogb. A good old man, Sir; he will be talking: as they say, 
when the age isin, the wit if out. God help us! it is a world to 
see! — Well said, i’faith, neighbour Verges: — well, God’s a 
good man: an two men ride of a horse, one must ride behind. — 
An honest soul, i’faith, Sir: by my troth he is, as ever broke 
bread; but, God is to be worshipped: all men are not alike; alas, 
good neighbour! 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of you. 

Dog. Gifts, that God gives. 

Leon. Imust leaye you. 

Dogb. One word, Sir. Our watch, Sir, have, indeed, 
comprehended two aspicious persons, and we would have them 
this morning examined before your worship. 

Leon. Take their examination yourself, and bring it me: I 
am now in great haste, as it may appear unto you. 

Dog. It shall be suffigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go. Fare you well. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your daughter to her 
husband. 

Leon. I'll wait upon them: I am ready. 

[Exeunt Leonaro and Messenger. 

Dogb. Go, good partner, go; get you to Francis Seacoal; 
bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the gaol: we are now to 
examination these men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dogb. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you; here ’s that 
shall drive some of them to anon com: only get the learned writer 
to set down our excommunication, and meet me at the gaol. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT IV; SCENE I. 
The Inside of a Church. 


Enter Don Pepro, Jonn, Leonaro, Friar, Cuaupio, 
BENEDICK,’ HERO, BEATRICE, &c. 


Leon. Come, friar Francis, be brief: only to the plain form 
of marriage, and you shall recount their particular duties 
afterwards. 

Friar. Youcome hither, my lord, to marry this lady? 

Claud. No. 

Leon. Tobe married to her; friar, you come to marry her. 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married to this count? 

Hero. Ido. 

Friar. If either of you know any inward impediment, why 
you should not be conjoined, I charge you on your souls to utter it. 

Claud. Know youany, Hero? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Friar. Know you any, Count? 

Leon. Idare make his answer; none. 

Claud. O, what men dare do! what men may do! what men 
daily do, not knowing what they do! 

Bene. How now! Interjections? Why then, some be of 
laughing, as, ha! ha! he! 

Claud. Stand thee by, friar. — Father, by your leave: 

Will you with free and unconstrained soul 
Give me this maid, your daughter? 

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me. 

Claud. And what have I to give you back, whose worth 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift? 

D. Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her again. 

Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thankfulness. — 
There, Leonato; take her back again: 

Give not this rotten orange to your friend ; 

She ’s but the sign and semblance of her honour. — 

Behold , how like a maid she blushes here: 

O, what authority and show of truth 
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Can cunning sin cover itself withal ! 
Comes not that blood, as modest evidence, 
To witness simple virtue? Would you not swear, 
All you that see her, that she were a maid, 
By these exterior shows? But she is none: 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed ; 
Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 
Leon. What do you mean, my lord? 
Claud. Not to be married, 
Not to knit my soul to an approved wanton. 
Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof, 
Have vanquish’d the resistance of her youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity , — 
Claud. I know what you would say: if Ihave known her, 
You ‘Il say, she did embrace me as a husband ‘ 
And so extenuate the forehand sin: 
No, Leonato, 
I never tempted her with word too large; 
But, as a brother to his sister, showed 
Bashful sincerity, and comely love. 
Hero. And seem’d I ever otherwise to you? 
Claud. Out on thee, seeming! I will write against it, 
You seem to me as Dian in her orb ‘ 
As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown : 
But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper’d animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 
Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide? 
Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you? 
D. Pedro. What should I speak? 
I stand dishonour’d, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common stale. 
Leon. Are these things spoken, or doI but dream? 
John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things are true. 
Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 
Hero. True? O God! 
Claud, Leonato, stand I here? 
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Is this the prince? _Is this the prince’s brother ? 
Is this face Hero’s? Are our eyes our own? 
Leon. Allthis isso; but what of this, my lord? 
Claud. Let me but move one question to your daughter , i 
And, by that fatherly and kindly power " | 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. i 
Leon. charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 
Hero. O God, defend me! howamI beset! — 
What kind of catechizing call you this? 
Claud. To make you answer truly to your name. 
Hero. Itisnot Hero? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach? 
Claud. Marry, that can Hero: 
Hero itself can blot out Hero’s virtue. 
What man was he talk’d with you yesternight 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one? 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 
Hero. talk’d with no manat that hour, my lord. 
D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden. — Leonato, 
I am sorry you must hear: upon mine honour, 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count, 
Did see her, hearher, at that hour last night , 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber window ; 
Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain, 
Confess’d the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret. 
John. Fie, fie! they are not tobenam’d, my lord, 
Not to be spoke of; 
There is not chastity enough in language, 
Without offence to utter them. Thus, pretty lady, 
J am sorry for thy much misgovernment. 
Claud. O Hero! what a Hero hadst thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts, and counsels of thy heart! 
But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair! farewell, 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity ! 
For thee I'll Jock up all the gates of love, 
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And on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never shall it more be gracious. 
Leon. Hath no man’s dagger here a point for me? 
[HERO swoons. 
Beat. Why, how now, cousin! wherefore sink you down? 
John. Come, let us go. These things, come thus to light, 
Smother her spirits up. 
[Exeunt Don Pepro, Joun » and Cuaupio. 
Bene. How doth the lady? 
Beat. Dead, I think: —help, uncle! — 
Hero! why, Hero! — Uncle! — Signior Benedick ! — friar! 
Leon. O fate! take not away thy heavy hand: 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame : 
That may be wish’d for. 
Beat. How now, cousin Hero? 
Friar. Have comfort, lady. 
Leon. Dost thou look up? . 
Friar. Yea; wherefore should she not? 
Leon. Wherefore? Why, doth not every earthly thing 
Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood? — 
Do not live, Hero; do not ope thine eyes; 
For did I think thou would’st not quickly die, 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames , 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches, 
Strike at thy life. Griev’d1, Ihad but one? 
Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame ? 
O, one too much by thee! Why had I one? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes? 
Why had I not with charitable hand 
Took up a beggar’s issue at my gates; 
Who smirched thus, and mir’d with infamy, 
I might have said, “No part of itis mine, 
This shame derives itself from unknown loins?” 
But mine, and mine I lov’d , and mine J prais’d, 
And mine that I was proud on; mine so much, 
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That I myself was to myself not mine, 
Valuing of her; why, she—O! sheis fallen 
Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again, 
And salt too little, which may season give 
To her foul tainted flesh! 
Bene. Sir, Sir, be patient. 
For my part, Lam so attir’d in wonder, 
I know not what to say. 
Beat. ©, onmy soul, my cousin is belied! 
Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night? 
Beat. No, truly, not; although, until last night, 
I have this twelyemonth been her bedfellow. 
Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d! 0, that is stronger made, 
‘Which was before-barr’d up with ribs of iron! 
Would the two princes lie? and Claudio lie, 
Who lov’d her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 
Wash'd it with tears? Hence! from her; let her die. 
Friar. Hear me a little; 
For I have only been silent so long, 
And given way unto this course of fortune, 
By noting of the lady: I have mark’d 
A thousand blushing apparitions 
To start into her face; a thousand innocent shames, 
In angel whiteness , beat away those blushes; 
And in her eye there hath appear’d a fire, 
To burn the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth. — Call me a fool; 
Trust not my reading, nor my observations, 
Which with experimental seal doth warrant 
The tenour of my book; trust not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error. 
Leon. Friar, it cannot be. 
Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath left, 
Is, that she will not add to her damnation 
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' 
j a A sin of perjury: she not denies it. 
. Why seek’st thou then to cover with excuse 
That which appears iu proper nakedness? 
Friar. Wady, what man is he you are accus’d of? 
ve Hero. They know, that do accuse me: I know none. 
uh If I know more of any man alive, 
ret Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 
Let all my sins lack mercy! — O, my father! 
Prove you that any man with me convers’d 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain’d the change of words with any creature, 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Friar. There is some strange misprision in the princes. 
Bene. Two of them have the very bent of honour; 
He ae And if their wisdoms be misled in this, . 

The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 
Whose spirits toil in frame of villainies. 
Leon. Lknownot. Ifthey speak but truth of her, 
These hands shall tear her: if they wrong her honour, 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine, 
Nor age so eat up my invention, 
Nor fortune made such havoc of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends , 
But they shall find, awak’d in such a kind, 
Both strength oflimb, and policy of mind, 
Ability in means, and choice of friends, 
To quit me of them throughly. 
Friar. Pause a while, 
And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter, here, the princes left for dead; 
Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 
And publish it, that she is dead indeed: 
Maintain a mourning ostentation; 
And on your family’s old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. 
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Leon. What shall become of this? What will this do? 
Friar. Marry, this , well carried, shall on her behalf 


Change slander to remorse; that is some good: 
But not for that dream I on this strange course j 
But on this trayail look for greater birth. 
She dying, as it must be so maintain’d, 
Upon the instant that she was accus’d, 
Shall be lamented, pitied and excus’d 
Of every hearer; for it so falls out, 
That what we have we prize not to the worth, 
Whiles we enjoy it, but being lack’d and lost, 
Why, then we rack the value; then we find 
The virtue , that possession would not show us ; 
Whiles it was ours. — So will it fare with Claudio: 
When he shall hear she died upon his words, 
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination , 
And every lovely organ of her life 
Shall come apparell’d in more precious habit, 
More moving, delicate, and full of life , 
Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 
Than when she liy’d indeed : — then shall he mourn 
(if ever love had interest in his liver) 
And wish he had not so accused her; 
No, though he thought his accusation true. 
Let this be so, and doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 
But if all aim but this be leyell’d false , 
The supposition of the lady’s death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy: 
And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her 
As best befits her wounded reputation , 
In some reclusive and religious life, 
Out ofall eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 
Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise you: 
And though you know, my inwardness and loye 
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Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly and justly, as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that I flow in grief, 
The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar. ’T is well consented: presently away, 

For to strange sores strangely they strain the cure. — 
Come, lady, die to live: this wedding day, 
Perhaps, is but prolong’d: have patience, and endure. 
[Exeunt Friar, Hero, and Leonato. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while? 

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene. Iwill not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason; I doit freely. 

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is wronged. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of me that 
would right her! 

Bene. Is there any way to show such friendship? 

Beat. A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bene. May a man doit? 

Beat. Itisaman’s office, but not yours. 

Bene. do love nothing in the world so well as you. Isnot 
that strange? 

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not. It were as pos- 
sible for me to say, I loved nothing so well as you; but believe me 
not, and yetIlie not: I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing. — 
Tam sorry for my cousin. 

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou loyest me. 

Beat. Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bene. Ywill swear by it, that you love me; and I will make 
him eat it, that says I love not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it. I protest, I 
love thee. 

Beat. Why then, God forgive me! 

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice? 
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Beat. You haye stayd me in a happy hour: I was about to 
protest, I loved you. 


Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat. love you with so much of my heart, that none is left 

to protest. 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha! not for the wide world. 

Beat. Youkillmeto deny it. Farewell. 

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. . 

Beat. Yam gone, though I am here: — there is no love in 
you. — Nay, Ipray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice, — 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We’llbe friends first. 

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me, than fight with 
mine enemy. 

Bene. 1s Claudio thine enemy? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain , that hath 
slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kinswoman? — O, that I 
were a man! — What! bear her in hand until they come to take 
hands, and then with public accusation, uncovered Slander, un- 


mitigated rancour, — O God, that I were a man! I would eat his 
heart in the market-place. 


Bene. Hear me, Beatrice — 

Beat. Talk with a man out ata window! —a proper saying. 

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice — 

Beat. Sweet Hero! — she is wronged, she is slandered, she 
is undone. 

Bene. Beat — 


Beat. Princes, and counties! Surely, a princely testimony, 
a goodly count, count confect; a sweet gallant, surely! O, that 
I were a man for his sake! or that I had any friend would be a man 
for my sake! But manhood is melted into courtesies, valour into 
compliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and trim ones 
too: he is now as yaliant as Hercules, that only tells a lie, and 
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swears it. — I cannot be a man with wishing, therefore I will die a 
woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice. By this band I Jove thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than swearing by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul the count Claudio hath wronged 
Hero? 

Beat. Yea, assure as Ihave athought, ora soul. 

Bene. Enough! I am engaged, I will challenge him. I will 
kiss your hand, andsoIleaye you. By this hand, Claudio shall 
render me a dear account. As you hear of me, so think of me. 
Go, comfort your cousin: I must say she is dead; and so, fare- 
well. [Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. 
A Prison. 


Enter DoGBerry, VERGES, and Sexton, in gowns; and the 
Watch, with Conrave and BORACHIO. 

Dogb. Is our whole dissembly appeared ? 

Verg. 0} astool andacushion for the sexton. 

Sexton. Which be the malefactors? 

Dogb. Marry, thatam I and my partner. 

Verg. Nay, that’s certain: we have the exhibition to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be examined? 
let them come before master constable. 

Dogh. Yea, marry, let them come before me. — What is 
your name, friend? 

Bora.  Borachio. 

Dogb. Pray write down Borachio. — Yours, sirrah? 

Con. Tama gentleman, Sir, and my name is Conrade. 

Dogb. Write down master gentleman Conrade. — Masters, 
do you serve God? 

Con. Bora. Yea, Sir, we hope. 

Dogb. Write down — that they hope they serve God: — and 
write God first; for God defend but God should go before such 
villains! — Masters, itis proved already that you are little better © 
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than false knaves, and it will go near to be thought so shortly. 
How answer you for yourselves? 

Con. Marry, Sir, we say we are none. 

Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you; but I will 
go about with him. — Come you hither, sirrah; a word in your 
ear, Sir: Isay to you, itis thought you are false knaves. 

Bora. Sir, Isay to you, we are none. 

Dogb. Well, stand aside. — ’Fore God, they are bothina 
tale. Haye you writ down, that they are none? 

Sexton. Master constable, you go not the way to examine: 
you must call forth the watch that are their accusers. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, that’s the eftest way: — Let the watch 
come forth. — Masters, Icharge you, in the prince’s name, ac- 
cuse these men. 

1 Watch. This man said, Sir, that Don John, the prince’s 
brother, was villain. 

Dogh. Write down — prince John a villain. — Why, this is 
flat perjury, to call a prince’s brother villain. 

Bora. Master constable, 

Dogb. Pray thee, fallow peace: I do not like Rave look, I 
promise thee. 

Sexton. What heard you him say else? 

2 Watch. Marry, that he had received a thousand ducats of 
Don John, for accusing the lady Hero wrongfully. 

Dog. Flat burglary as ever was committed. 

Verg. Yea, by the mass, that itis. 

Sexton. What else, fellow? 

1 Watch. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon his words, 
to disgrace Hero before the whole assembly, and not marry her. 

Dog. O villain! thou wilt be condemned into’ everlasting 
redemption for this. 

Sexton. What else? 

2Watch. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you can deny. 
Prince John is this morning secretly stolen away: Hero was in this 
manner accused, in this very manner refused, and, upon the 
grief ofthis, suddenly died. Master constable, let these men be 
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bound, and brought to Leonato’s: I will go before, and show 
him their examination. [Eait. 

Dogb. Come, let.them be opinioned. 

Verg. Let them be in the hands — 

Con. Off, coxcomb! 

Dogb. God’s my life! where’s the sexton? let him write 
down the prince’s officer, coxcomb. — Come, bind them, — 
Thou naughty varlet ! 

Con. Away! you are an ass; you are an ass. 

Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my place? Dost thou not su- 
spect my years? — O, that he were here to write me down an ass! 
— but, masters, remember, that I am an ass; though it be not 
written down, yet forget not that 1am an ass. — No, thou villain, 
thou art full of piety, as shall be proved upon thee by good witness. 
Tama wise fellow; and, which is more, an officer; and, which 
is more, ahouseholder; and, whichis more, as pretty a piece of 
flesh as any is in Messina; and one that knows the law, goto; and 
a rich fellow enough, go to; and a fellow that hath had losses; and 
one that hath two gowns, and every thing handsome about him. 
Bring him away. O, that I had been writ down anass! [Exewnt. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Before LEONATO’S House, 


Enter LEONATO and ANTONIO. 


Ant. Ifyou goon thus, you will kill yourself; 
And ’t is not wisdom thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 

Leon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel, 
Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As waterinasieve. Give not me counsel; 
Nor Jet no comforter delight mine ear, 
But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine: 
Bring me a father that so lov’d his child, 
Whose joy of her is oyerwhelm’d like mine, 
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And bid him speak of patience; 
Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it answer every strain for strain; 
As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 
In every lineament, branch, shape, and form: 
If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard; . it 
And sorrow, wag! cry hem, when he should groan; Bi) 
Patch grief with proverbs; make misfortune drunk ie 
With candle-wasters; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience. i 
But there is no such man; for, brother, men 
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief ae 
Which they themselves not feel; but, tasting it, ite 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 
Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 
Charm ache with air, and agony with words. 
No, no; ’tis all men’s office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow, 
But no man’s virtue, nor sufficiency , i 
To be so moral when he shall endure ve 
The like himself. Therefore give me no counsel : " 
My griefs cry louder than advertisement. 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 

Leon. pray thee, peace! I will be flesh and blood; 
For there was never yet philosopher, Wha 
That could endure the tooth-ache patiently , de 
However they have writ the style of gods, a 
And made a push at chance and sufferance. he 

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself; 
Make those that do offend you suffer too. 


Leon. There thou speak’st reason: nay, I will do so. 
My soul doth tell me Hero is belied, ae 
And that shall Claudio know; so shall the prince, ae 
And all of them, that thus dishonour her. | 
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Enter Don PEDRO and CLAUDIO. 
Ant. Here comes the prince, and Claudio hastily. 
D. Pedro. Good den, good den. 


Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords, — 

D. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord! — well, fare you well, my 
lord: — 


Are you so hasty now? — well, allis one. 
D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man. 
Ant. Whe could right himself with quarrelling , 
Some of us would lie low. 
Claud. Who wrongs him? 
Leon, Marry, thou dost wrong me; thou, dissembler thou, — 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword, 
I fear thee not. 
Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand, 
If it should give your age such cause of fear. 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 
Leon. Tush, tush, man! never fleer and jest at me: 
I speak not like a dotard, nora fool; 
As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What I have done being young, or what would do, 
WerelInotold. Know, Claudio, to thy head, 
Thou hast so wrong’d mine innocent child and me, 
That I am fore’d to lay my reverence by, 
And with grey hairs, and bruise of many days, 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 
Isay, thou hast belied mine innocent child: 
Thy slander hath gone through and through her heart, 
And she lies buried with her ancestors, 
O! ina tomb where never scandal slept, 
Save this of hers, fram’d by thy villainy. 
Claud. My villainy? 


Leon. Thine, Claudio; thine, I say. 
D. Pedro. Yousay not right, old man, 
Leon. My lord, my lord, 
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I’ll prove it on his body, if he dare, ie 
Despite his nice fence, and his active practice, ii as 
His May of youth, and bloom of lustyhood. ih 
| 
Claud Away! I will not have to do with you. 


Leon. Canst thou so daffme? Thou hast kill’d my child: 
Ifthou kill’st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 


Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed: i 
But that’s no matter; let him kill one first: — 
Win me and wear me, — let him answer me. — 
Come, follow me, boy! come, sir boy, come, follow me. 
Sir boy, 1’ll whip you from your foining fence; 
Nay, asIama gentleman, I will. 
Leon. Brother — 


Ant. Content yourself. God knows, Iloy’d my niece; 
And she is dead; slander’d to death by villains , 
That dare as well answer a man, indeed, 
As I dare take a serpent by the tongue. 
Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops! — 


Leon. Brother Antony — 


Ant. Hold youcontent. What, man! I know them , yea, 
And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple: 
Scambling, out-facing, fashion-mong’ring boys, 
That lie, andcog, and flout, deprave and slander, 
Go antickly, and show outward hideousness, 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst, 


And this is all! 
Leon. But, brother Antony — 
Ant. 


Come, ’tis no matter: 
Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 
D. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your patience. 
My heart is sorry for your daughter’s death; 
But, on my honour, she was charg’d with nothing 
But what was true, and yery full of proof. 
Leon. My lord, my lord! — 
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D. Pedro. I will not hear you. 
Leon. No? 
Come, brother, away. —I will be heard. — 
Ant. Andshall, or some of us will smart for it. 
[Exeunt LEONATO and ANTONIO. 


Enter BENEDICK. 


D. Pedro. See, see: here comes the man we went to seek. 

Claud. Now, signior, what news? 

Bene. Good day, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior: you are almost come to part 
almost a fray. 

Claud. We had like to have had our two noses snapped off 

dd with two old men without teeth. 
if D. Pedro. Weonato and his brother. What think’st thou? 
Had we fought, I doubt, we’should haye been too young for them. 

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour. Icame to 
seek you both. 

Claud. "We have been up and down to seek thee; for we are 
high-proof melancholy, and would fain have it beaten away. Wilt 
thou use thy wit? 

Bene. It isin my scabbard: shall I draw it? 

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side? 

Claud. Never any did so, though very many have been beside 
their wit. —I will bid thee draw, as we do the minstrels; draw to 
pleasure us. 

D. Pedro. Asam an honest man, he looks pale. — Art thou 
sick, or angry? ge 

Claud. What! courage, man!’ What though care killed a 
cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee fo kill care. 

Bene. Sir, 1shall meet your wit in the career, an you charge 
it against me. — I pray you, choose another subject. 

Claud. Nay then, give him another staff: this last was broke 
cross. 

D. Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more. I think 
he be angry indeed. 

Claud. Ifhebe, he knows how to turn his girdle. 
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“Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear? 

Claud. God bless me from a challenge! 

Bene. You area villain. — Ijest not. — Iwill make it good 
how you dare, with what you dare, and when you dare. — Do me 
right, or I will protest your cowardice. You have killed a sweet 
Jady, and her death shall fall heavy on you. Let me hear from you. 

Claud. Well, Iwill meet you, so I may have good cheer. 

D. Pedro. What, a feast? a feast? 

Claud. Y faith, Ithank him; he hath bid me to a calf’s-head 
and acapon, the which ifI do not carve most curiously, say my 
knife ’s naught. — Shall I not find a woodcock too? 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well: it goes easily. 

D. Pedro. 1'll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy wit the other 
day. Isaid, thouhadsta fine wit: ‘‘True,” said she, ‘‘a fine 
little one:” ‘*No,” saidI, ‘‘a great wit:” ‘‘Right,” says she, 
“*a great gross one:” “Nay,” said I, ‘‘a good wit:” “Just,” 
said she, ‘‘it hurts nobody:” ‘Nay,’ saidI, ‘the gentleman is 
wise:”’ ‘‘Certain,” said she, ‘‘a wise gentleman:” ‘“Nay,” 
saidI, ‘‘he hath the tongues:” ‘‘That I believe,” said she, ‘‘for 
he swore a thing to me on Monday night, which he forswore on 
Tuesday morning: there ’s a double tongue: there ’s two tongues.” 
Thus did she, an hour together, trans-shape thy particular vir- 
tues; yet at last she concluded with a sigh, thou wast the properest 
man in Italy. 


Claud. For the which she wept heartily, and said she cared 
not, 


D. Pedro. Yea, that she did; but yet, forall that, anifshe 
did not hate him deadly, she would love him dearly. The old 
man’s daughter told us all. 

Claud. All, all; and moreover, God saw him when he was 
hid in the garden. 

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage bull’s horns on 
the sensible Benedick’s head? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, ‘‘Here dwells Benedick 
the married man!” 

Bene. Fare you well, boy: youknow my mind. I will leave 
you now to your gossip-like humour: you break jests as braggarts 
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do their blades, which, God be thanked, hurt not. — My lord, 
for your many courtesies I thank you: I must discontinue your 
company. Your brother, the bastard, is fled from Messina: 
you have, among you, killed a sweet and innocent lady. For my 
Jord Lack-beard, there, he and I shall meet; and till then, peace 
be with him. [Evit Benepick. 

D. Pedro. Heis in earnest. 

Claud. In most profound earnest; and, 1’Il warrant you, for 
the love of Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. And hath challenged thee? 

Claud. Most siftcerely. 

D. Pedro, What a pretty thing man is, when he goes in his 
doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit! 

Claud. He is then agiant to an ape: but then is an ape a doctor 
to such a man. 

D. Pedro. But, soft you; let me be: pluck up, my heart, 
andbesad! Did he not say, my brother was fled? 


Enter DoGBeRRY, VERGES, and the Watch » with CONRADE and 
BORACHIO. 


Dogb. Come, you, Sir: if justice cannot tame you, she shall 
ne’er weigh more reasons in her balance. Nay, an you be acur- 
sing hypocrite once, you must be looked to. 

D. Pedro. How now! two of my brother’s men bound? Bo- 
rachio, one? 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord! 

D. Pedro. Officers, what offence have these men done? 

Dogb. Marry, Sir, they have committed false report; more- 
over, they have spoken untruths; secondarily, they are slanders; 
sixth and lastly, they have belied a lady; thirdly, they have veri- 
fied unjust things; and, to conclude, they are lying knaves. 

D. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they have done? thirdly, 
I ask thee what ’s their offence? sixth and lastly, why they are 
committed? and, to conclude, what you lay to their charge? 

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own division; and, by 
my troth, there ’s one meaning well suited. 

D. Pedro. Whom have you offended , masters, that you are 
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thus bound to your answer? this learned constable is too cunning 
to be understood. What’s your offence? 

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no farther to mine answer: do 
you hear me, and let this count killme. Ihave deceived even your 
very eyes: what your wisdoms could not discover, these shallow 
fools have brought to light; who, in the night, overheard me con- 
fessing to this man, how Don John your brother incensed me to 
slander the Jady Hero; how you were brought into the orchard, 
and saw me court Margaret in Hero’s garments; how you disgraced 
her, when you should marry her. My villainy they haye upon 
record, which I had rather seal with my death, than repeat over to 
my shame. The lady is dead upon mine and my master’s false 
accusation; and, briefly, i desire nothing but the reward of a 
villain. 

D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron through your blood? 

Claud. have drunk poison whiles he utter’d it. 

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this? 

Bora. Yea; and paid me richly for the practice of it. 

D. Pedro. He is compos’d and fram’d of treachery. — 

And fled he is upon this villainy. 

Claud. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblance that I loved it first. 

Dogb. Come; bring away the plaintiffs: by this time our 
sexton hath reformed signior Leonato of the matter. And masters, 
do not forget to specify, when time and place shall serve, thatI 
am an ass, 

Verg. Were, here comes master signior Leonato, and the 
sexton too. 


Re-enter Leonavo, Anvronto, and the Sexion. 


Leon. Which is the villain? Let me see his eyes, 
That when I note another man like him, 
Imay avoid him. Which of these is he? 

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look on me. 

Leon. Art thou the slave, that with thy breath hast kill’d 
Mine innocent child? 

Bora. Yea, even [ alone. 
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Leon. No, notso, villain; thou beliest thyself: 
Here stand a pair of honourable men, 
A third is fled, that had a hand in it. — 
Ithank you, princes, for my daughter’s death 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds. 
‘T was bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 


Claud. I know not how to pray your patience, 
Yet I must speak. Choose your revenge yourself; 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin: yet sinn’d I not a 
But in mistaking. 
D. Pedro. By my soul, norI; 
And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he ’ll enjoin me to. 


Leon. Icannot bid you bid my daughter liye; 
That were impossible; but, I pray you both, 
Possess the people in Messina, here, 

How innocent she died: and, if your love 
Can labour aught in sad invention, 
Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb, 
And sing it to her bones: sing it to-night. — 
To-morrow morning come you to my house, 
And since you could not be my son-in-law, 
Be yet my nephew. My brother hath a daughter, 
Almost the copy of my child that ’s dead, 
And she alone is heir to both of us: 
Give her the right you should have given her cousin : 
And so dies my revenge. 
Claud. O! noble Sir, 
Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me. 
I do embrace your offer, and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 


Leon. To-morrow, then, Iwill expect your coming - 
To-night I take my leave. — This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
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Who, Ibelieye, was pact in all this wrong, 
Hir’d to it by your brother, 

Bora. No, by my soul, she was not; 

Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me; 
But always hath been just and virtuous, 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Dogh. Moreover, Sir, which, indeed, is not under white 
and black, this plaintiff here, the offender, did call me ass: I 
beseech you, let it be remembered in his punishment. And also, 
the watch heard them talk of one Deformed: they say, he wears a 
key in his ear, and a lock hanging by it, and borrows money ia 
God's name; the which he hath used so long, and never paid, that 
now men grow hard-hearted, and will lend nothing for God’s sake. 
Pray you, examine him upon that point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

Dog. Your worship speaks like a most thankful and reverend 
youth, and I praise God for you. 

Leon. There ’s for thy pains. 

Dogb. God save the foundation! 

Leon. Go: I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and I thank thee. 

Dogb. (leave an arrant knaye with your worship; which, T 
beseech your worship, to correct yourself for the example of others. 
God keep your worship; I wish your worship well: God restore 
you to health. Ihumbly give you leave to depart, and if a merry 
meeting may be wished, God prohibit it. — Come, neighbour. 

[Exeunt DOGBERRY, VERGES, and Watch. 
Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell. 
Ant. Farewell, my lords: we look for you to-morrow. 
D. Pedro. We will not fail. 


Claud. To night I 1] mourn with Hero. 
[Exeunt Don Pepro and Cuauptio. 
Leon. Bring you these fellows on; we ’ll talk with Margaret, 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. 


, [Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 
Leonato’s Garden. 


Enter BeNepick and MargareEr, meeting’. 


Bene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, deserve well at 
my hands by helping me to the speech of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you, then, write me a sonnet in praise of my 
beauty? 

Bene. Insohighastyle, Margaret, that no man living shall 
come over it; for, in most comely truth, thou deservest it. 

Marg. To have no man come over me? why shall I always 
keep below stairs? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound’s mouth; it 
catches. 

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer’s foils, which hit, 
but burt not. 

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret; it will not hurt a 
woman: and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice. I give thee the 
bucklers. 

Marg. Give us the swords, we have bucklers of our own. 

Bene. Ifyouuse them, Margaret, you must put in the pikes 
with a vice; and they are dangerous weapons for maids. 

Marg. Well, Iwill call Beatrice to you, who, I think, hath 
legs. [Hait Marge@arer. 

Bene. And therefore will come. 

The god of love , [Singing.] 
That sits above , 
And knows me, and knows me, 
How pitiful I deserve , — 
i mean, in singing; but in loving, Leander the good swimmer, 
Troilus the first employer of panders, and a whole book full of 
these quondam carpet-mongers, whose names yet run smoothly 
in the even road of a blank verse, why, they were never so truly 
turned over and over as my poor self, in loye. Marry, Icannot show 
it inrhyme; I have tried: I can find out no rhyme to ‘‘lady” but 
‘‘baby,” an innocent rhyme; for “scorn,” ‘‘horn,” a hard rhyme; 
for ‘‘school,” ‘‘fool,” a babbling rhyme— very ominous endings. 
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No, Iwas not born under a rhyming planet, nor I cannot woo in 
festival terms. — 


Enter BEATRICE. 
Sweet Beatrice, would’st thou come when I called thee? 

Beat.. Yea, signior; and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O, stay but till then! 

Beat. ‘‘Then” is spoken; fare you well now: — and yet, 
ere go, let me go with that I came for; which is, with knowing 
what hath passed between you and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words; and thereupon I will kiss thee. 

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind is but 
foul breath, and foul breath is noisome; therefore I will depart 
unkissed. 

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of his right sense, so 
forcible is thy wit. But, I must tell thee plainly, Claudio under- 
goes my challenge, and either I must shortly hear from him, or I 
will subscribe him a coward. And, I pray thee now, tell me, for 
which of my bad parts didst thou first fall in love with me? 

Beat. For them all together; which maintained so politic a state 
of evil, that they will not admit any good part to intermingle with 
them. But for which of my good parts did you first suffer love 
for me? 

Bene. Suffer love! agood epithet. Ido suffer love, indeed, 
for I love thee against my will. 

Beat. In spite of your heart, I think. Alas, poor heart! 
If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for yours; for I will never 
love that which my friend hates. 

Bene. Thou and J are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat. It appears not in this confession: there ’s not one wise 
man among twenty that will praise himself. 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that lived in the 
time of good neighbours. Ifaman do not erect, in this age, his 
own tomb ere he dies, he shall live no longer in monument, than 
the bell rings, and the widow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think you? 

Bene. Question: — why an hour in clamour, and a quarter 
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in rheum: therefore is it most expedient for the wise, (if Don 
Worm, his conscience, find no impediment to the contrary ,) to 
be the trumpet of his own virtues, as Iam to myself. So much 
for praising myself, who, I myself will bear witness, is praise- 
worthy. And now tell me, how doth your cousin? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene. And how do you? 

Beat. YVeryill too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend. There will I leave you 
too, for here comes one in haste. 


Enter Unsuta. 

Urs. Madam, you must come to your uncle. Yonder’s old 
coil at home: it is proved, my lady Hero hath been falsely accused, 
the prince and Claudio mightily abused; and Don John is the 
author of all, who is fled and gone. Will you come presently? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news ,- signior? 

Bene. Twill livein thy heart, die in thy lap, and be buried in 
thy eyes; and, moreover, I will go with thee to thy uncle’s. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE IIL. 
The Inside of a Church. 


Enter Don Pepro, Craunio, and Attendants, with music and 
tapers. 
Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato? 
Atten. Itis, my lord. 
Claud. [Reads.} 
EPITAPH. 
Done to death by slanderous tongues 
Was the Hero that here lies: 
Death, in guerdon of her wrongs, 
Gives her fame which never dies. 
So the life, that died with shame, 
Lives in death with glorious fame. 


Hang thou there upon the tamb , 
Praising her when Iam dumb. — 
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Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn. 


SONG. 
Pardon, -goddess of the night , 
Those that slew thy virgin knight; 
For the which, with songs of woe , 
Round about her tomb they go. 
Midnight, assist our moan; 
Help us to sigh and groan, 
Heavily , heavily: 
Graves, yawn, and yield your dead, 
Till death be uttered , 
Heavily, heavily. 


Claud. Now, unto thy bones good night! 
Yearly will I do this rite. 
D. Pedro. Good morrow, masters: put your torches out. 
The wolves have prey’'d; andlook, the gentle day, 
Before the wheels of Phebus, round about 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey. 
Thanks to you all, and leaye us: fare you well. 
Claud. Good morrow, masters: each his several way. 
D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds; 
And then to Leonato’s we will go. 
Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue speeds , 
Than this, for whom we render’d up this woe! [Eaxeunte 


SCENE. IV. 
A Room in LEonaro’s House. 


Enter LEonaro, Anronio, BENEDICK, BEarrice, Ursuta, 
Friar, and Hero. 
Friar. Did 1 not tell you she was innocent? 
Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who accus’d her 
Upon the error that you heard debated: 
But Margaret was in some fault for this , 
Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 
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Ant. Well, Iam glad that all things sort so well. 
Bene. AndsoamI, being else by faith enfore’d 

To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, 

Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves, 

And, whenIsend for you, come hither mask’d: 

The prince and Claudio promis’d by this hour 

To visit me. — You know your office, brother; 

You must be father to your brother’s daughter, 

And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladies. 
Ant. Which I will do with confirm’d countenance. 
Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 
Friar. To do what, signior? 

Bene. Tobindme, or undo me; one of them. — 

Signior Leonato, truth itis, good signior, 

Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her: ’tis most true. 
Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 
Leon. The sight whereof, I think, you had from me, 

From Claudio, and the prince. But what’s your will? 
Bene. Your answer, Sir, is enigmatical : 

But, for my will, my willis, your good will 

May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 

In the state of honourable marriage : — 

In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 
Leon. My heart is with your liking. 
Friar. 


And my help. 
Here come the prince, and Claudio. 


Enter Don Pepro and Cuaupio, with Attendants. 


D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly. 

Leon. Good morrow, prince; good morrow, Claudio: 
We here attend you. Are you yet determin’d 
To-day to marry with my brother’s daughter? 

Claud. I’llhold my mind were she an Ethiop. 

Leon. Callher forth, brother: here ’s the friar ready. 

. [Exit ANTONIO. 
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D. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick. Why, what ’s the 
matter, 
That you have such a February face, 
So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness? 

Claud. think, he thinks upon the savage bull. — 
Tush! fear not, man, we’ll tip thy horns with gold, 
And all Europa shall rejoice at thee, 

As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 
When he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, Sir, had an amiable low; 

And some such strange bull Jeap’d your father’s cow, 
And got a calfin that same noble feat , 
Much like to you, for you have just his bleat. 


Re-enter ANTONIO, with the Ladies masked. 


Claud. For this lowe you. here come other reckonings. 
Which is the lady I must seize upon? 

Leon. This sameis she, and I do give you her. 

Claud. Why, then she ’s mine. —- Sweet, let me see your 

face. 

Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her hand 
Before this friar , and swear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar: 
Jam your husband, if you like of me. 

Hero, And when I liv’d, I was your other wife: [Unmasking. 
And when you Jov’d, you were my other husband. 

Claud. Another Hero? 

Hero. Nothing certainer. 
One Hero died defil’d; but I do live, 
And, surely as Ilive, I ama maid. 

D. Pedro, The former Hero! Hero that is dead! 

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander liy’d. 

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify : 
When after that the holy rites are ended , 
I'll tell you Jargely of fair Hero’s death : 
Mean time, let wonder seem familiar, 
And to the chapel let us presently. 
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Bene. Soft and fair, friar. — Which is Beatrice? 

Beat. I answer to that name. [Unmasking.] What is your 
will? 

Bene. Do not you love me? 


Beat. Why, no; no more than reason. 
Bene. Why, then, your uncle, and the prince, and Claudio, 
Have been deceived: they swore you did. 


Beat. Do not you love me? 


Bene. Troth, no; no more than reason. 


Beat. Why, then, my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula, 
Are much deceiv'd; for they did swear, you did. 
Bene. They swore that you were almost sick for me. 
Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh dead for me. 
Bene. ’Tis no such matter. — Then, you do not loye me? 
Beat.. No, truly, butin friendly recompense. 
Leon. Come, cousin, Iam sure you love the gentleman. 
Claud. AndI’llbe sworn upon ’t, that he loves her; 
For here ’s a paper, written in his hand j 
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain é 
Fashion’d to Beatrice. 
Hero. And here’s another, 
Writ in my cousin’s hand, stol’n from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 
Bene. A miracle! here’s our own hands against our hearts. 
— Come, I will have thee; but, by this light, I take thee for pity. 
Beat. I would not deny you; — but. by this good day, I 


yield upon great persuasion, and, partly, to save yourlife, for I 
was told you were in a consumption. 


Leon. Peace! I will stop your mouth. 
D. Pedro. How dost thou, Benedick, the married man? 


Bene. I'll tell thee what, prince; a college of wit-crackers 
cannot flout me out of my humour. Dost thou think, I care fora 


Satire, or an epigram? No: if aman will be beaten with brains, 


a’ shall wear nothing handsome about him. In brief, since I do 
purpose to marry, I will think nothing to any purpose that the 
world can say against it; and therefore never flout at me for what I 
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have said against it, for man is a giddy thing, and this is my 
conclusion. — For thy part, Claudio, I did think to have beaten 
thee; but, in that thou art like to be my kinsman, live unbruised, 
and Jove my cousin. 

Claud. Uhad well hoped, thou wouldst have denied Beatrice, 
that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy single life, to make 
thee a double dealer; which, out of question, thou wilt be, ifmy 
cousin do not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends. — Let’s have a dance 
ere we are married, that we may lighten our own hearts, and our 
wives’ heels. . - 

Leon. We'll have dancing afterward. 

Bene. First, of my word; «therefore, play, music! — Prince, 
thou art sad; get thee a wife, get thee a wife: there is no staff 
more reverend than one tipped with horn. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta’en in flight, 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow: I'll devise thee brave 
punishments for him. — Strike up, pipers. [Dance. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAL. 


FERDINAND, King of Navarre. 

BIRON, 

LONGAVILLE, 

DUMAINE, 

BOYET, ©) Lords, attending on 

MERCADE, Sthe Princess of France. 

DON ADRIANO DE ARMADO, a 
Spaniard. 

SIR NATHANIEL, a Curate. 

HOLOFERNES, a Schoolmaster. 


Lords, attending 
on the King. 


DULL, a Constable. 
COSTARD, a Clown. 
MOTH, Page to Armado. 
A Forester. 


Princess of France. 
cer hnnk Ladies, attending 
KATHARINE § on the Princess. 
JAQUENETTA, a country wench. 


Officers and others, attendants on the King and Princess. 


SCENE, Navarre. 


ACT I. 


Navarre. 


A Park, 


SCENE TI. 


with a Palace in it. 


Enter the Kine, Brron, LONGAVILLE, and DUMAINE, 


Ring. 


Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives , 


Live register’d upon our brazen tombs, 

And then grace us in the disgrace of death; 

When, spite of cormorant devouring time, 

Th’ endeavour of this present breath may buy 

That honour, which shall bate his scythe’s keen edge, 


And make us heirs of all eternity. 


Therefore, brave conquerors! — for so you are, 
That war against your own affections, 


And the huge army of the world’s desires, — 
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Our late edict shall strongly stand in force. 

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world: 

Our court shall be a little Academe, q 
Still and contemplative in living art. 

You three, Biron, Dumaine, and Longaville, 

Have sworn for three years’ term to live with me, 

My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes , 

That are recorded in this schedule here: 

Your oaths are past, and now subscribe your names, 
That his own hand may strike his honour down, 

That violates the smallest branch herein. 

If you are arm’d to do, as sworn to do, 

Subscribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too. 


Long. Lamresoly’d: ’t is but a three years’ fast. 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine: 
Fat paunches have lean pates; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankrupt quite the wits. 


Dum. My loving lord, Dumaine is mortified. 
The grosser manner of these world’s delights 
He throws upon the gross world’s baser slaves: 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die, 
With all these living in philosophy. 


Biron. can but say their protestation over; 
So much, dear liege, Ihave already sworn, 
That is, to live and study here three years. 
But there are other strict observances; 
As, not to see a woman ia that term, 
‘Which, Thope well, is not enrolled there: 
And, one day in a week to touch no food ‘ 
And but one meal on every day beside, 
The which, I hope, is not enrolled there: 
And then, to sleep but three hours in the night, 
And not be seen to wink of all the day, 
When I was wont to think no harm all night, 
And make a dark night, too, of half the day, 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there. 
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O! these are barren tasks, too hard to keep, 
Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep. 
Ring. Your oath is pass’d to pass away from these. 
Biron. Letmesayno, my liege, anif you please. 
I only swore to study with your grace, 
And stay here in your court for three years’ space. 
Long. Youswore to that, Biron, and to the rest. 
Biron. By yea, and nay, Sir, then I swore in jest. 
What is the end of study, let me know? 
Ring. Why, that to know which else we should not know. 
Biron. Things hid and barr’d, you mean, from common 
sense? 
Ring. Ay, that is study’s god-like recompense. 
Biron. Comeon, then: I will swear to study so, 
To know the thing [ am forbid to know; 
As thus, — to study where I well may dine, 
When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 
Or study where to meet some mistress fine, 
When mistresses from common sense are hid; 
Or, haying sworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If study’s gain be thus, and this be so, 
Study knows that which yet it doth not know. 
Swear me to this, and I will ne’er say no. 
King. These be the stops that hinder study quite, 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 
Biron. Why, all delights are vain; but that most vain, 
Which, with pain purchas’d, doth inherit pain: 
As painfully to pore upon a book, 
To seek the light of truth; while truth the while 
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look: 
Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile. 
So, ere you find where light in darkness lies , 
Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 
Study me how to please the eye indeed, 
By fixing it upon a fairer eye; 
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Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed, 
And give him light that it was blinded by. 
Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun, 
That will not be deep-search’d with saucy looks: 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 
Save base authority from others’ books. 
These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights , 
That give a name to every fixed star, 
Have no more profit of their shining nights , 
Than those that walk , and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know is to know nought but fame; 
And every godfather can give a name. i 
King. How wellhe’s read, to reason against reading! 
Dum. Proceeded well, to stop all good proceeding! 
Long. He weeds the corn, and still lets grow the weeding. 
Biron. The spring is near, when green geese are a breeding, 
Dum. Tow follows that? 


Biron. Fit in his place and time. 
Dum. In reason nothing. 
Biron. Something, then, inrhyme. 


King. Biron is like an enyious sneaping frost, 
That bites the first-born infants of the spring. 
Biron. Well, saylam: why should proud summer boast, 
Before the birds have any cause to sing? 
Why should I joy in any abortive birth? 
At Christmas I no more desire.a rose ’ 
Than wish a snow in May’s new-fangled shows ; 
But like of each thing that in season grows. 
So you, to study now it is too late, 
Climb o’er the house to unlock the little gate, 
King. Well, sit you out: go home, Biron: adieu ! 
Biron. No, my good lord; Ihave sworn to stay with you: 
And, though I have for barbarism spoke more, 


Than for that angel knowledge you can say, 
Yet confident I ’ll keep what I have sworne, 


And bide the penance of each three years’ day. 
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Give me the paper: let me read the same; 
And to the strict’st decrees Ill write my name. 

King. How well this yielding rescues thee from shame ! 

Biron. (Reads.] Item, “That no woman shall come within a 
mile of my court.” — Hath this been proclaim’d? 

Long. Four days ago, 

Biron. Let’s see the penalty. [Reads.] ‘‘On pain of losing 
her tongue.” — Who deyis’d this penalty? 

Long. Marry, that did I. 

Biron. Sweet lord, and why? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread penalty. 

Biron. A dangerous law against gentility ! 

[Reads.] Item, ‘‘If any man be seen to talk with a woman 
within the term of three years, he shall endure such public shame 
as the rest of the court can possibly devise.’’ — 

This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 
For, well you know, here comes in embassy 
The French king’s daughter with yourself to speak , — 
A maid of grace, and complete majesty , — 
About surrender up of Aquitain 
To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father: 
Therefore, this article is made in vain, 
Or vainly comes th’ admired princess hither. 
King. What say you, lords? why, this was quite forgot. 
Biron. So study evermore is overshot: 
While it doth study to have what it would , 
It doth forget to do the thing it should; 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 
’T is won, as towns with fire; so won, so lost. 

King. We must of force dispense with this decree: 
She must lie here on mere necessity. 

Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn 

Three thousand times within this three years’ space; 
For every man with his affects is born; 

Not by might master’d', but by special grace. 
If break faith, this'word shall speak for me, 
I am forsworn on mere necessity. — 
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So to the laws at large I write my name; 
And he, that breaks them in the least degree, 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame. 
Suggestions are to others, as to me; 
But, Ibelieve, although I seem so loth ; 
Tam the last that will last keep his oath. 
But is there no quick recreation granted? 
fing. Ay, that thereis. Our court , youknow, is haunted 
With a refined traveller of Spain; 
A man in all the world’s new fashion planted, 
That hath a mint of phrases in his brain : 
One, whom the music of his own yain tongue * 
Doth ravish like enchanting harmony; 
A man of complements, whom right and wrong 
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny: 
This child of fancy, that Armado hight, 
For interim to our studies, shall relate 
In high-born words the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world’s debate. 
How you delight, my lords, I know not, I, 
But, I protest, I love to hear him lie, 
And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 
Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words, fashion’s own knight, 
Long. Costard, the swain, and he shall be our sport ; 
And so to study, three years is but short. 


[Subseribes. 


Enter DuLL, with a letter, and CosTarD, - 
Dull. Which is the duke’s own person? 
Biron. This, fellow. What would’st? 


Dull. Ymyself reprehend his own person, for I am his grace’s 


tharborough: but I would see his own person in flesh and blood. 
Biron. This is he. 


Dull. Signior Arm — Arm — commends you. There’s yil- 
Jainy abroad: this letter will tell you more. 


Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me. 
King. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 
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Biron. How low soever the matter, I hope in God for high 
words. 

Long. A high hope for alow having: God grant us patience! 

Biron. To hear, or forbear hearing? 

Long. Tohear meekly, Sir, and to laugh moderately; or to 
forbear both. . 

Biron. Well, Sir, be it as the style shall give us cause to 
climb in the merriness. 

Cost. The matter is to me, Sir, as concerning Jaquenetta. 
The manner of itis, I was taken with the manner. 

Biron. Yn what manner? 

Cost. In manner and form following, Sir; all those three: I 
was seen with her in the manor house, sitting with her upon the 
form, and taken following her into the park; which, put together, 
is, in manner and form following. Now, Sir, for the manner, 
— it is the manner of a man to speak to a woman; for the form, — 
in some form. 

Biron. For the following, Sir? 

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction; and God defend 
the right! 

King. Will you hear this letter with attention? 

Biron. As-we would hear an oracle. 

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken after the flesh. 

Ring. (Reads.] ‘‘Great deputy, the welkin’s vice-gerent, 
and sole dominator of Navarre, my soul’s earth’s God, and body’s 
fostering patron,” — 

Cost. Nota word of Costard yet. 

Ring. ‘Soitis, —” 

Cost. It may be so; but if he say it is so, heis, in telling 
true, butso, — 

King. Peace! 


Cost. —beto me, and eyery man that dares not fight. 
Ring. No words. 
Cost. — of other men’s secrets, I beseech you. 


King. ‘‘So it is, besieged with sable-coloured melancholy, 
I did commend the black-oppressing humour to the most whole- 
some physic of thy health-giving air; and, as I ama gentleman, 
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betook myself to walk. The time when? About the sixth hour; 
when beasts most graze, birds best peck, and men sit down to 
that nourishment which is called supper. So much for the time 
when. Now for the ground which; which, I mean, I walked 
upon: it is ycleped thy park. Then for the place where; where, 
I mean, I did encounter that obscene and most preposterous event, 
that draweth from my snow-white pen the ebon-coloured ink, 
which here thou viewest, beholdest, suryeyest, or seest. But 
to the place, where: — it standeth north-north-east and by east 
from the west corner of thy curious-knotted garden: there did E. 
see that low-spirited swain, that base minnow of thy mirth ,” 

Cost. Me. . 

King. ‘*— that unletter’d small-knowing soul ,” 

Cost. Me. 

King. ‘*— that shallow vassal,” 

Cost. Still me. 

King. ‘*—which, asl remember, hight Costard ,” 

Cost. O! me. 


King. ‘‘— sorted and consorted, contrary to thy established 
proclaimed edict and continent canon, with — with, — O! with 
— but with this I passion to say wherewith.” 

Cost. With a wench. 


King. ‘‘—with a child of our grandmother Eye, a female; 
or, for thy more sweet understanding, awoman. Him I (as my 
ever-esteemed duty pricks me on) have sent to thee, to receive the 
meed of punishment, by thy sweet grace’s officer, Antony Dull, 
aman of good repute, carriage, bearing, dnd estimation.” 

Dull. Me, an’t shall please you: Iam Antony Dull. 

King. <‘‘For Jaquenetta, (so is the weaker vessel called) 
which I apprehended with the aforesaid swain, I keep her as a 
vessel of thy law’s fury; and shall, at the least of thy sweet notice, 
bring her to trial. Thine, in all complements of devoted and 
heart-burning heat of duty, 

‘¢Don ADRIANO DE ARMADO.” 

Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, but the best that 
ever I heard. 
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King. Ay, thebest for the worst. — But, sirrah, what say 
you to this? 

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation? 

Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, but little of the 
marking of it. 

King. It was proclaimed a year’s imprisonment to be taken 
with a wench. 

Cost. Iwas taken with none, Sir: I was taken with a damsel. 

Ring. Well, it was proclaimed damsel. 

Cost.. This was no damsel neither, Sir: she was a virgin. 

Ring. Itis so varied, too, for it was proclaimed virgin. 

Cost. If it were, I deny her virginity: I was taken with a 
maid. 

Ring. This maid will not serve your turn, Sir. 

Cost. This maid will serve my turn, Sir. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence: you shall fast a 
week with bran and water. 

Cost. Thad rather pray a month with mutton and porridge. 

Ring. Aud Don Armado shall be your keeper. — 

My lord Biron, see him deliver’d o’er: 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that 
Which each to other hath so strongly sworn. 
[Exeunt KiInG, LONGAVILLE, and DUMAINE. 

Biron. I’lllay my head to any nA man’s hat, 

These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. — 
Sirrah, come on. 

Cost. I suffer for the truth, Sir: for true it is, 1 was taken 
with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true girl; and, therefore, 
welcome the sour cup of prosperity! Affliction may one day smile 
again, and till then, set thee down, sorrow! [Haeunt. 


SCENE If. 


ArMADO’S House in the Park. 


Enter Anmabdo and Moth, his page. 
Arm. Boy, what sign is it, when a man of great spirit grows 
melancholy ? 
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Moth. A great sign, Sir, that he will look sad. 

Arm. Why? sadness is one and the self-same thing, dear 
imp. 

Moth. No, no; Olord! Sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melancholy, my 
tender juvenal? 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the working, my tough 
senior. 

Arm. Why tough senior? why tough senior? 

Moth. Why tender juvenal? why tender juyenal? 

Arm. Ispoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent epitheton 
appertaining to thy young days, which we may nominate tender. 

Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent title to your 
old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm. Pretty, and apt. 

Moth. 


How mean you, Sir? I pretty, and my saying apt; 


or I apt, and my saying pretty? 


Arm. 
Moth. 


Arm. 
Moth. 
Arm. 
my blood. 
Moth. 
Arm. 
Moth. 
not him? 
Arm. 
Moth. 
Arm, 
Moth. 
Arm. 
Moth. 


Thou pretty, because little. 

Little pretty, because little. Wherefore apt? 
And therefore apt, because quick. 
Speak you this in my praise, master? 
In thy condign praise. 

I will praise an eel with the same praise. 
What, that an eel is ingenious? 

That an eel is quick. 
I do say, thou art quick in answers. Thou heatest 
Iam answered, Sir. 

IT love not to be crossed. 
[Aside.] He speaks the mere contrary: crosses love 


I have promised to study three years with the duke. 
You may do it in an hour, Sir. 

Impossible. 

How many is one thrice told? 
Tam ill at reckoning: it fitteth the spirit of a tapster. 
You are a gentleman, anda gamester, Sir. 
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Arm. Iconfess both: they are both the varnish of a complete 
man. 

Moth, Then, Iam sure, you know how much the gross sum 
of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth. Which the base vulgar do call three. 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, Sir, is this sucha piece of study? Now, here 
is three studied ere you ’Il thrice wink; and how easy it is to put 
years to the word three, and study three years in two words, ‘the 
dancing horse will tell you. 

Arm. A most fine figure! 4 

Moth. {Aside.]}. To prove you a cypher. 

Arm. Iwillhereupon confess lamin love; and, asitis base 
for asoldier to love, soam Tin love witha base wench. If draw- 
ing my sword against the humour of affection would deliver me 
from the reprobate thought of it, I would take desire prisoner, 
and ransom him to any French courtier for a new devised courtesy. 
I think scorn to sigh: methinks, I should out-swear Cupid. Com- 
fort me, boy. What great men have been in love? 

Moth. Hercules, master. 

Arm. Most sweet Hercules! — More authority, dear boy, 
name more; and, sweet my child, let them be men of good re- 
pute and carriage. 

Moth. Samson, master: he was a man of good carriage, 
great carriage; for he carried the town-gates on his back, like a 
porter, and he was in love. 

Arm. Owell-knit Samson! strong-jointed Samson! I do ex- 
cel thee in my rapier, as much as thou didst me in carrying gates. 
Iam inloye too. Who was Samson’s love, my dear Moth? 

Moth. A woman, master. 

Arm. Of what complexion? 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or one of 
the four. 

Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion. 

Moth. Ofthe sea-water green, Sir. 

Arm. Is that one of the four complexions? 
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Moth. AsYhaveread, Sir; and the best of them too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers; but to havea 
love of that colour, methinks, Samson, had small reason for it. 
He, surely, affected her for her wit. 

Moth. Itwasso, Sir, for she had a green wit. 

Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red. 

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are masked under 
such colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant. 

Moth. My father’s wit, and my mother’s tongue, assist me! 

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child; most pretty, and pathe- 
tical! 

Moth. Ifshe be made of white and red, 

Her faults will ne’er be known; 
For blushing cheeks by faults are bred, 
And fears by pale-white shown: 
Then, if she fear, or be to blame, 
By this you shall not know; 
For still her cheeks possess the same, 
Which native she doth owe. 
A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of white and 
red. 

Arm. Is there nota ballad, boy, of the King and the Beggar? 

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a ballad some three 
ages since, but, I think, now ’tis not to be found; or, if it were, 
it would neither serve for the writing, nor the tune. 

Arm. will have that subject newly writ o’er, that I may ex- 
ample my digression by some mighty precedent. Boy, Ido love 
that country girl, that I took in the park with the rational hind 
Costard: she deserves well. 


Moth. [ Aside.] To be whipped; and yet a better love than 
my master. 

Arm. Sing, boy: my spirit grows heavy in loye. 

Moth. And that’s great marvel, loving a light wench. 

Arm. Ysay, sing. 
Moth. Y¥orbear till this company be past. 
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Enter DULL, COSTARD, and JAQUENETTA. 

DuH. Sir, the duke’s pleasure is, that you keep Costard safe: 
and you must let him take no delight, nor no penance; but a’ must 
fast three days a week. For this damsel, I must keep her at the 
park; she is allowed for the day-woman. Fare you well. 

Arm. 1 do betray myself with blushing. — Maid. 

Jaq. Man. 

Arm. Twill visit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq. That’s hereby. 

Arm. know where it is situate. 

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are! 

Arm. I will-tell thee wonders. 

Jaq. With that face? 

Arm. love thee. 

Jaq. Sotheard you say. 

Arm. And so farewell. 

Jaq. Fair weather after you! 

Dull. Come, Jaquenetta, away. 

[Exeunt DULL and SAQUENETTA. 
Arm. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences, ere thou be 
pardoned. 
Cost. Well, Sir, Thope, when I doit, I shall do it on a full 
stomach. 
Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 
Cost. 1am more bound to you than your fellows, for they are 
but lightly rewarded. 
Arm. Take away this villain: shut him up. 
Moth. Come, you transgressing slave: away! 
Cost. Let me not be pentup, Sir: I will fast, being loose. 
Moth. No, Sir; that were fast and loose: thou shalt to prison. 
Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of desolation that 
I have seen, some shall see — 

Moth. What shall some see? 

Cost. Nay nothing, master Moth, but what they look upon. 
It is not for prisoners to be too silent in their words; and therefore 
I will say nothing: I thank God I have as little patience as another 
man, and therefore can be quiet. [Hweunt MoTH and CosTARD. 
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Arm. Ido affect the very ground, which is base, where her 
shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, which ig basest, doth 
tread. Ishall be forsworn, (whichis a great argument of false- 
hood,) if love; and how can that be true love, which is falsely 
attempted? Love is a familiar; love is a deyil: there is no evil 
angel but love. Yet was Samson so tempted, and he had an ex- 
cellent strength: yet was Solomon so reduced, and he had a very 
good wit. Cupid’s butt-shaft is too hard for Hercules’ club, and 
therefore too much odds for a Spaniard’s rapier. The first and 
second cause will not serve my turn; the passado he respects not, 
the duello he regards not: his disgrace is to be called boy, but his 
gloryis, tosubdue men. Adieu, valour! rust, rapier! be still, 
drum! for your manager is in love; yea, he loyeth. Assist me 
some extemporal god of rhyme, for, I.am sure, I shall turn 
sonneteer. Devise wit, write pen, for lam for whole volumes in 
folio. [Eaxtt. 


ACT II, SCENE I. 
Another part of the Park. A Pavilion and Tents at a distance. 


Enter the Princess of France, ROSALINE, MARIA, KATHARINE, 
BoyeT, Lords, and other Attendants. 
Boyet.. Now, madam, summon up your dearest spirits. 
Consider whom tlte king your father sends, 
To whom he sends, and what’s his embassy: 
Yourself, held precious in the world’s esteem , 
To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 
Matchless Navarre; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain, a dowry for a queen. 
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 
As nature was in making graces dear, 
When she did starve the general world beside, 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 
Prin. Good Jord Boyet, my beauty, though but mean, 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise: 
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Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 

Not utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues. 

I am less proud to hear you tell my worth, 

Than you much willing to be counted wise 

In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 

But now to task the tasker. — Good Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 

Doth noise abroad, Nayarre hath made a vow 

Till painful study shall out-wear three years, 

No woman may approach his silent court: 

Therefore to us seem’ th it a needful course, 

Before we enter his forbidden gates , 

To know his pleasure; and in that behalf, 

Bold of your worthiness, we single you 

As our best moving fair solicitor. 

Tell him, the daughter of the king of France, 

On serious business, craving quick despatch, 

Importunes personal conference with his grace. ; 

Haste, signify so much; while we attend, 

Like humble-visag’d suitors, his high will. 
Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. 
Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is so. — 

Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke? 

1 Lord. Longaville is one. 
Prin. Know you the man? 


Mar. know him, madam: ata marriage feast, 
Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbridge, solemnized 
In Normandy, saw I this Longaville. 
A man of sovereign parts he is esteem’d ; 
Well fitted in arts; glorious in arms: 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 
The only soil of his fair virtue’s gloss, 
If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil, 
Is a sharp wit match’d with too blunt a will; 
I. 


[Havit. 
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Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills 
It should none spare that come within his power. 
Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike; is ’tso? 
Mar. ‘They say so most that most his humours know. 
Prin. Such short-liv’d wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the rest? 
fiath. The young Dumaine, a well-accomplish’d youth, 
Of all that virtue love for yirtue loy’d: 
Most power to do most harm, Jeast knowing ill, 
For he hath wit to make an ill shape good, 
And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 
I saw him at the duke Alencon’s once; 
And much too little of that good I saw 
Is my report to his great worthiness. 
: tos. Another of these students at that time 
Wer 4)! Was there with him: if I have heard a truth, 
Haat Biron they call him; but a merrier man, 
aaa) Within the limit of becoming mirth , 
i I never spent an hour’s talk withal, 
His eye begets occasion for his wit; 
For every object that the one doth catch, 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest, 
Which his fair tongue (conceit’s expositor ,) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravished, 
Rs So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 
at Prin. God bless my ladies! are they all in love, 
i aal That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise? 
Lord. Here comes Boyet. 


” 


mAs Be Re-enter Boyer. 


Prin. Now, what admittance, lord? 
Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 

And he, and his competitors in oath, 

Were all address’d to meet you, gentle lady, 
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Beforelcame. Marry, thus much I have learnt, 

He rather means to lodge you in the field, 

Like one that comes here to besiege his court, 

Than seek a dispensation for his oath, 

To Jet you enter his unpeopled house. 

Here comes Navarre. [ Zhe ladies mask. 


Enter Kine, Loncavinte, Dumatne, Biron, and 
Attendants. 


King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of Navarre. 

Prin. Fair, Igive you back again; and welcome I have not 
yet: the roof of this court is too high to be yours, and welcome to 
the wide fields too base to be mine. 

King. Youshall be welcome, madam, to my court. 

Prin. willbe welcome then. Conduct me thither. 

King. ear me, dear lady: [have sworn an oath. 

Prin. Our lady help my lord! he ’ll be forsworn. 

King. Not for the world, fairmadam, by my will. 

Prin. Why, will shall break it; will, and nothing else. 

Ring. Your ladyship is ignorant what itis. 

Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise, 

Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 

Ihear, your grace hath sworn out house-keeping : 

’T is deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord, 

And sin to break it. 

But pardon me, Iam too sudden-bold: 

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 

Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 

And suddenly resolve me in my suit. [ Gives a paper, 

Ring. Madam, Iwill, if suddenly I may. 

Prin. You will the sooner that I were away, 

For you ‘Il prove perjur’d, if you make me stay. 

Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 

Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 

Biron. know you did. 

Ros. How needless was it, then, 

To ask the question! 
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Biron. You must not be so quick. 


Ros. ’Tis ‘long of you, that spur me with such questions. 
Biron. Your wit ’s too hot, it speeds too fast, ’t will tire. 


Ros. Not tillit leave the rider in the mire. 
Biron. What time 0’ day? 
fos. ~The hour that fools should ask. 
Biron. Now fair befal your mask! 
Ros. Fair fall the face it covers! 
Biron. And send you many lovers! 
Ros. Amen, so you be none. 
Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. 
kiing. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 
Being but the one half of an entire sum, 
Disbursed by my father in his wars. 
But say, thathe, or we, (as neither have ) 
Receiy'd that sum, yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more; in surety of the which ‘ 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 
Although not valued to the money’s worth. 
If, then, the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfied , 
We will give up our right in Aquitain , 
And hold fair friendship with his majesty. 
But that, itseems, he little purposeth, 
For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thousand crowns; and pot demands, 
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, 
To have his title live in Aquitain; 
Which we much rather had depart withal, 
And have the money by our father lent, 
Than Aquitain, so gelded as it is. 
Dear princess, were not his requests so far ® 
From reason’s yielding, your fair self should make 
A yielding, ’gainst some reason in my breast, 
And go well satisfied to France again. 
Prin. You do the king my father too much wrong, 
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And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 
Hing. Ido protest, Inever heard of it; 
And, if you prove it, I’ll repay it back, 
Or yield up Aquitain. 
Prin. We arrest your word. 
Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For such asum, from special officers 
Of Charles his father. 
fing. Satisfy me so. 
Boyet. Soplease your grace, the packet is not come, 
Where that and other specialties are bound: 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 
Ring. It shall suffice me: at which interview, 
All liberal reason I will yield unto. 
Mean time, receive such welcome at my hand, 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness. 
You may not come, fair princess, within my gates; 
But here without you shall be so receiv'd, 
As you shall deem yourself lodg’d in my heart, 
Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell: 
To-morrow shall we visit you again. 
Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consort your grace! 
Ring. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place! 


[Exeunt Kine and his train. 


Biron. Wady, Iwill commend you to mine own heart. 


Ros. Pray you, do my commendations; I would be glad to 


see it. 
Biron. would, you heard it groan. 
Ros. Is the fool sick? 
Biron. Sick at the heart. 
Ros. Alack! let it blood. 
Biron. Would that do it good? 
Rios. My physic says, ay. 
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Biron. Will you prick’t with your eye? 

Ros. No point, with my knife. 

Biron. Now, God save thy life! 

Ros. And yours from long living! 

Biron. cannot stay thanksgiving. [ Retiring. 

Dum. Sir, Ipray you, aword. What lady is that same? 

Boyet. The heir of Alencgon, Rosaline her name. 

Dum. Agallantlady. Monsieur, fare you well. [Hexit. 

Long. beseech youa word. What is-she in the white? 

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in the light. 

Long. Perchance, light in the light. I desire her name. 

Boyet. She hath but one for herself; to desire that, were a 
shame. 

Long. Pray you, Sir, whose daughter? 

Boyet. Her mother’s, Lhave heard. 

Long. God’s blessing on your beard! 

Boyet. Good Sir, be not offended. 


She is an heir of Falconbridge. 


Long. Nay, my choler is ended. 


She is a most sfveet lady. 


Boyet. Notunlike, Sir: that may be. [Exit Lone. 
Biron. What’s her name, in the cap? 
Boyet. Katharine, by good hap. 
Biron. Is she wedded, orno? 
Boyet. Toher will, Sir, orso. 
Biron. O! youare welcome, Sir. Adieu. 
Boyet. Farewelltome, Sir, and welcome to you. 
[Exit Birons — Ladies unmask. 
Mar. Thatlastis Biron, the merry mad-cap lord: 


Not a word with him but a jest. 


Boyet. And every jest but a word. 
Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his word. 
Boyet. Iwas as willing to grapple, as he was to board. 
Mar. Twohotsheeps, marry! 

Boyet. And wherefore not ships ? 


No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips. 


Mar. Yousheep, andI pasture: shall that finish the jest? 
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Boyet. Soyougrant pasture forme. [Offering to kiss her. 
Mar. Not so, gentle beast. 


My lips are no common, though several they be. 
Boyet. Belonging to whom? 


Mar. To my fortunes and me. 
Prin. Good wits will be jangling; but, gentles, agree. 


This civil war of wits were much better used 

On Navarre and his book-men, for here ’t is abused. 
Boyet. If my obseryation, (which very seldom lies ,) 

By the heart’s still rhetoric, disclosed with eyes, 

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 
Prin. With what? 
Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle, affected. 
Prin. Your reason? 
Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their retire 

To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire: 

His heart, like an agate, with your print impressed, 

Proud with his form, in his eye pride expressed: 

His tongue, aliimpatient to speak and not see, 

Did stumble with haste in his eye-sight to be ; 

All senses to that sense did make their repair., 

To feel only looking on fairest of fair. 

Methought, all his senses were lock’d in his eye, 

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy; 


Who, tend’ring their own worth, from where they were glass’d , 


Did point you to buy them, along as you pass’d. 
His face’s own margin did quote such amazes, 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes. 
I'll give you Aquitain, and all that is his, 
An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 
Prin. Come to our pavilion: Boyet is dispos’d — 


Boyet. But to speak that in words, which his eye hath dis- 


clos’d. 
I only have made a mouth of his eye, 
By adding a tongue, which I know will not lie. 


Ros. Thou art an old love-monger, and speak’st skilfully. 
Mar. Heis Cupid’s grandfather, and learns news of him. 
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ftos. . Then was Venus like her mother, for her father is but 


grim. 
Boyet. Doyou hear, my mad wenches? 
Mar. No. 
Boyet. What then, do you see? 
fos. Ay, our way to be gone. 
Boyet You are too hard for me. 


[Eaxeunt. 


ACT IIf. SCENE I. 
Another part of the Same. 


Enter ARMADO and MoTH. 

Arm. Warble, child: make passionate my sense of hearing. 

Moth. Coneolinel — [Singing 

Arm. Sweet air!—Go, tenderness of years: take this key, 
give enlargement to the swain, bring him festinately hither; I 
must employ him in a letter to my love. 

Moth. Master, will you win your love with a French brawl? 

Arm. How meanest thou? brawling in French? 

Moth. No, my complete master; but to jig off a tune at the 
tongue’s end, canary to it with your feet, humour it with turning 
up your eye-lids; sigh anote, and sing a note; sometime through 
the throat, as if you swallowed love with singing love; sometime 
through the nose, as if you snuffed up love by smelling love; with 
your hat penthouse-like, o’er the shop of your eyes; with your 
arms crossed on your thin belly ’s doublet, like a rabbit ona spit; 
or your hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting ; 
and keep not too long in one tune, but a snip and away. These 
are complements, these are humours; these betray nice wenches, 
that would be betrayed without these, and make them men of 
note, (do you note, men ?) that most are affected to these. 

Arm. How hast thou purchased this experience? 

Moth. By my penny of observation. 

Arm. But O, —but0, — 

Moth. — the hobby-horse is forgot. 

Arm, Callest thou my loye hobby-horse? 
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Moth. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a colt, and your 
love, perhaps, ahackney. But have you forgot your love? - 

Arm. Almost I had. 

Moth. Negligent student! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, andin heart, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, master: all those three I will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove? 

Moth. A man, if I live: and this, by, in, and without, 
upon the instant: by heart you love her, because your heart can- 
not come by her; in heart you love her, because your heart is in 
love with her; and out of heart you love her, being out of heart 
that you cannot enjoy her. 

Arm. Yam all these three. 

Moth. And three times as much more, and yet nothing 
at all. 

Arm. Fetch hither the swain: he must carry me a letter. 

Moth. A message well sympathized: a horse to be ambas- 
sador for an ass. 

Arm. Ha, ha! what sayest thou? 

Moth. Marry, Sir, you must send the ass upon the horse, 
for he is very slow-gaited: but I go. 

Arm. The way is but short... Away! 

Moth. As swiftas lead, Sir. 

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious? 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow? 

Moth. Minime, honest master; orrather, master, no. 

Arm. Isay, lead is slow. 

Moth. You are too swift, Sir, to say so: 
Is that lead slow which is fir’d from a gun? 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric! 
He reputes me acannon; and the bullet, that’s he: — 
I shoot thee at the swain. 

Moth. Thump then, and I flee. [Eait. 

Arm. Amostacutejuvenal; yoluble and free of grace! 
By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy face: 
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 
My herald is return’d. 
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Re-enter MoTH with COSTARD. 
Moth. A wonder, master! here ’s a Costard broken in a shin. 
Arm. Some enigma, some riddle: come, — thy 7 envoy ; 
— begin. 

Cost. Noegma, noriddle, no /’envoy! no salve in the male, 
Sir:,O, Sir, plantain, a plain plantain! noVenvoy, no Venvoy : 
no salve, Sir, buta plantain. 

Arm. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter; thy silly thought, 
my spleen; the heaving of my lungs provokes me to ridiculous 
smiling. O, pardon me, my stars! Doth the inconsiderate take 
salve for envoy, and the word V’envoy for a salve? 

Moth. Do the wise think them other? is not U'envoy a salve? 

Arm. No, page: it is an epilogue, or discourse, to make 

plain 
Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been sain. 
I will example it: 
The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
There ’s the moral: now the /’envoy. 
Moth. Ywilladd the lenvoy. Say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee , 
Were still at odds , being but three. 
Moth. Until the goose came out of door, 
And stay’d the odds by adding four. 
Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow with my U’envoy. 
The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
Arm. Until the goose came out of door,* 
Staying the odds by adding four. 
Moth. A good l’envoy, ending in the goose. Would you 
desire more? 
Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, that ’s 
flat. — 
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be fat. — 
To sell a bargain well, is as cunning as fast and loose : 
Let me see, a fat ’envoy; ay, that’s a fat goose. 
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Arm. Come hither, come hither. How did this argument 

begin? 

Moth. By saying that a Costard was broken in a shin. 

Then call’d you for the ’envoy. 
Cost. True, and I fora plantain: thus came your argument 
in; 
Then the boy’s fat ’envoy , the goose that you bought, 
And he ended the market. 

Arm. But tell me; how was there a Costard broken in a shin? 

Moth. Iwill tell you sensibly. 

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Moth: I will speak that 
Tenvoy. 

I, Costard, running out, that was safely within, 

Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 

Arm. Wewill talk no more of this matter. 

Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin. 

Arm. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 

Cost. O! marry me to one Frances? —I smell some [envoy, 
some goose, in this. 

Arin. By my sweet soul, I mean, setting thee at liberty, 
enfreedoming thy person: thou wert immured, restrained, capti- 
yated, bound. 

Cost. True, true; and now you will be my purgation, and 
let me loose. 

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, set thee from durance; and, in 
lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing but this: bear this significant 
to the country maid Jaquenetta. Thereis remuneration; for the 
best ward of mine honour is rewarding my dependents. Moth, 
follow. (Exit. 

Moth. Like the sequel, I. — Signior Costard, adieu. 

Cost. My sweet ounce of man’s flesh! my incony Jew! — 

[Exit Morn. 
Now will I look to his remuneration. Remuneration! O! that’s 
the Latin word for three farthings: three farthings, remuneration. 
—‘What’s the price of this inkle? a penny: — No, I'll give you 
a remuneration :”’ why, it carries it. -- Remuneration! — why, it 
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is a fairer name than French crown. I will never buy and sell out 
of this word. 


Enter Brron. 


Biron. O, my good knave Costard! exceedingly well met. 
Cost. Pray you, Sir, how much carnation ribbon may a man 
buy for a remuneration ? 
Biron. What is a remuneration? 
Cost. Marry, Sir, half-penny farthing. 
Biron. O+ why then, three-farthing-worth of silk. 
Cost. Ithank your worship. God be wi’ you. 
Biron. O, stay, slave! I must employ thee: 
As thou wilt win my fayour, good my knaye, 
Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 
Cost. When would you haye it done, Sir? 
Biron. OQ! this afternoon. 
Cost. Well, Iwill doit, Sir. Fare you well. 
Biron. ©! thou knowest not what itis. 
Cost. shall know, Sir, when I haye done it. 
Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first. 
Cost. I will come to your worshi p to-morrow morning. 
Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Hark, slave, 
It is but this ; — 
The princess comes to hunt here in the park, 
And in her train there is a gentle lady; 
When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her name, 
And Rosaline they call her: ask for her, 
And to her white hand see thou do commend 
This seal’d-up counsel. There’s thy guerdon: go. 
[Gives him money. 
Cost. Guerdon. —O! sweet guerdon! better than remune- 
ration; eleven-pence farthing better. Most sweet guerdon ! —I 
will do it, Sir, in print. — Guerdon — remuneration ! [Extt. 
Biron. O!—AndI, forsooth, in love! I, that have been 
love’s whip; 
A very beadle to a humorous sigh ; 
A critic, nay, a night-watch constable, 
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A domineering pedant o’er the boy, 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent! 

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy; 
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid; 
Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms, 

Th’ anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents , 

Dread prince of plackets, king of cod-pieces, 
Sole imperator, and great general 

Of trotting paritors, (O my little heart!) 

And I to be a corporal of his field, 

And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop! 
What? Ilove! Isue! Iseek a wife! 

A woman, that is like a German clock, 

Still arepairing, ever out of frame, 

And never going aright; being a watch, 

But being watch’d that it may still go right? 

Nay, to be perjur’d, whichis worst of all; 

And, among three, to love the worst of all; 

A whitely wanton with a yelvet brow, 

With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes; 
Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed, 
Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard : 
And I to sigh for her! to watch for her! 

To pray for her! Goto; itis a plague 

That Cupid will impose for my neglect 

Of his almighty dreadful little might. 

Well, I willlove, write, sigh, pray, sue, groan: 
Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. [ Exit. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Another part of the Same. 
Enter the PRINCESS, ROSALINE, MARIA, KATHARINE, BOYET, 
Lords, Attendants, and a Forester. 
Prin. Was that the king, that spurr’d his horse so hard 
Against the steep uprising of the hill? 
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Ha : Boyet. Uknow not; but, I think, it was not he. 
be! Prin. Whoe’er a’ was, a’ show’d a mounting mind. 
eaiih Well, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch; 
ae On Saturday we will return to France. — 
| Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush, 
That we must stand and play the murderer in? 
| For. Hereby, upon the edge of yonder coppice ; 
an A stand where you may make the fairest shoot. 
it Prin. Ithank my beauty, I am fair that shoot, 
eal And thereupon thou speak’st the fairest shoot. 
For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 
Prin. What, what? first praise me, and again say, no? 
O, short-liv’d pride! Not fair? alack for woe! 
For. Yes, madam, fair. 
Prin. Nay ,. never paint me now: 
ney Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true. 
[ Giving him money. 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 
For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit. 
Prin. See, see! my beauty will be say’d by merit. 
O heresy in fair, fit for these days! 
A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise. — 
But come, the bow: — now mercy goes to kill, 
And shooting well is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I save my credit in the shoot: 
Not wounding, pity would not let me do ’t; 
If wounding, then it was to show my skill, 
That more for praise than purpose meant to kill. 
And, out of question, so it is sometimes: 
Glory grows guilty of detested crimes, 
When, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward part, 
We bend to that the working of the heart; 
As I for praise alone now seek to spill 
The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means no ill. 
Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self-sovereignty 
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Only for praise’ sake, when they strive to be 
Lords o’er their lords? 

Prin. Only for praise; and praise we may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 


Enter COSTARD, 


Prin. Here comes a member of the commonwealth. 

Cost. God dig-you-den all. Pray you, which is the mee 
lady? 

Prin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest that have no 
heads. 

Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highest? 

Prin. The thickest, and the tallest. 

Cost. The thickest, and the tallest? it is so; truth is truth. 
An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit, 

One o’ these maids’ girdles for your waist should be fit. 
Are not you the chief woman? you are the thickest here. 
Prin. What’s your will, Sir? what’s your will? 
Cost. Ihave a letter, from monsieur Biron to one lady Ro- 
Saline. 

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter! he ’s a good friend of mine. 
Stand aside, good bearer. — Boyet, you can carve; 

Break up this capon. 

Boyet. Iam bound to serve. — 

This letter is mistook; it importeth none here: 
It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

Prin. We will read it, I swear. 
Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Boyet. [Reads.] ‘‘By. heaven, that thou art fair, is most 
infallible; true, that thou art beauteous; truth itself, that thou 
art lovely. More fairer than fair, beautiful than beauteous, truer 
than truth itself, have commiseration on thy heroical yassal! The 
magnanimous and most illustrate king Cophetua set eye upon the 
pernicious and indubitate beggar Penelophon; and he it was that 
might rightly say, vent, vidi, vici; which to anatomize in the 
vulgar, (O base and obscure vulgar!) widelicet, he came, saw, 
and overcame: he came, one; saw, two; overcame, three. Who 
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came? the king; Why did he come? tosee; Why did he see? to 
overcome: To whom came he? to the beggar; What saw he? the 
beggar; Whom overcame he? the beggar. The conclusion is 
victory: on whose side? the king’s: the captive is enriched: on 
whose side? the beggar’s. The catastrophe is a nuptial: on whose 
side? the king’s? — no, on both in one, or one in both. Iam 
the king, forso stands the comparison; thou the beggar, for so 
witnesseth thy lowliness. Shall I command thy love? I may. 
Shall I enforce thy love? Icould. Shall I entreat thy love? I will. 
What shalt thou exchange for rags? robes; for tittles? titles; for 
thyself? me. Thus, expecting thy reply, I profane my lips on 
thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart on thy every part. 
‘Thine, in the dearest design of industry , 
‘‘Don AprriAno DE ARMADO.” 
“Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar 
’Gainst thee, thoulamb, that standest as his prey; 
Submissive fall his princely feet before, 
And he from forage will incline to play : 
But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then? 
Food for his rage, repasture for his den.” 


Prin. What plume of feathers is he that indited this letter? 
What vane? what weather-cock? did you ever hear better? 

Boyet. Yam much deceiv’d, but I remember the style. 

Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o’er it erewhile. 


Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps here in court; 
A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport 
To the prince, and his book-mates. 


Prin. Thou, fellow, a word. 
Who gave thee this letter? 

Cost. I told you; my lord. 

Prin. To whom shouldst shou give it? 

Cost. 


From my Jord to my lady. 
Prin. From which lord, to which lady? 


Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of mine, 
To a lady of France, that he call’d Rosaline. 


LOVE’S LABGUR’S LOST. 


Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. — Come, lords, 
away. — 
Here, sweet, put up this: ’t will be thine another day. 
[Exeunt Princess and Train. 
Boyet. Whois the suitor? who is the suitor? 


Ros. Shall I teach you to know? 

Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 

Ros. Why, she that bears the bow. 
Finely put off! 


Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns; but if thou marry, 

Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miscarry. 
Finely put on! 

Ros. Wellthen, Tam the shooter. 

Boyet. And who is your deer? 

Ros. Ifwe choose by the horns, yourself: come not near. 
Finely put on, indeed! — 

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she strikes at 

the brow. 

Boyet. But she herself is hit lower. Have I hit her now? 

Ros. Shall I come upon thee with an old saying, that was a 
man when king Pepin of France was a little boy, as touching the 
hit it? 

Boyet. So I may answer thee with one as old, that was a 
woman when queen Guinever of Britain was a little wench, as 
touching the hit it. 

Ros. Thou canst not hit it, hitit, hitit, 

Thou canst not hit it; my good man. 
Boyet. AnI cannot, cannot, cannot, 
An I cannot, another can. 
[Exeunt Ros. and Karu. 

Cost. By my troth, most pleasant: how both did fit it! 

Mar. A mark marvellous well shot, for they both did hit [it]. 

Boyet. A mark! O! mark but that mark: amark, says my 

lady. 
Let the mark have a prick in’t, to mete at, ifit may be. 

Mar. Wide o’ the bow hand: i’ faith your hand is out. 
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Cost. Yndeed, a’ must shoot nearer, or he ’l ne'er hit the 
clout. 
Boyet. Anifmy hand be out, then belike your hand is in. 
Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving the pin. 
Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily; your lips grow foul. 
Cost. She’s too hard for you at pricks, Sir: challenge her to 
bowl. 
Boyet. Ufeartoomuch rubbing. Good night, my good owl. 
[Exeunt Borer and Marta. 
Cost. By my soul, aswain! a most simple clown! 
Lord, lord! how the Jadies and I have put him down! 
O’ my troth, most sweet jests! most incony vulgar wit! 
When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it were, so fit. 
Armado o’ the one side, — O, a most dainty man! 
To see him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan! 
To see him kiss his hand! and how most sweetly a’ will swear! — 
And his page o’ t’ other side, that handful of wit! 
Ah, heavens, itis a most pathetical nit! 
Sola, sola! ~ [Shouting within. 
[Eait COSTARD. 


SCENE II. 
The Same. 


Enter HOLOFERNES, Sir NATHANIEL, and DULL. 

Nath. Very reverend sport, truly; and done in the testimony , 
of a good conscience. 

Hol. The deer was, as you know, sangwis, — in blood; ripe 
as the pomewater, who now hangeth like a jewel in the ear of 
clo, — the sky, the welkin, the heayen; and anon falleth like a 
crab, on the face of terra, — the soil, the land, the earth. 

Nath. Truly, master Holofernes, the epithets are sweetly 
varied, like a scholar at the least: but, Sir, Iassure ye, it was 
a buck of the first head. 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, haud credo. 

Dull. ’T was not a haud credo, ’t was a pricket. 

Hol. Most barbarous intimation! yet a kind of insinuation, 
asit were, in via, in way of explication; facere, as it were, re- 
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plication, or, rather, osfentare, to show, as it were, his in- 
clination , — after his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, un- 
pruned, untrained, or rather unlettered, or, ratherest, uncon- 
firmed fashion , — to insert again my hawd credo for a deer. 
Dull. said, the deer was not a haud credo: ’t was a pricket. 
Hol. Twice sod simplicity, bis coctus!— O, thou monster 
ignorance, how deformed dost thou look ! 
Nath. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that are bred in 
a book; he hath not eat paper, as'it were; he hath not drunk ink: 
his intellect is not replenished; he is only an animal, only sensible 
in-the duller parts ; 
And such barren plants are set before us, that we thankful 
should be 
(Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts that do fructify 
in us more than he; 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, ora fool, 
So, were there a patch set on learning, to see him in a school: 
But, ommne bene, say1; being of an old father’s mind , 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. 

Dull. You two are book men: can you tell by your wit, 

What was a month old at Cain’s birth, that’s not five weeks old 
as yet? 

Hol. Dictynna, good man Dull; Dictynna, good man Dull. 

Dull. What is Dictynna? 

Nath. Atitleto Phebe, to Luna, to the moon. 

Hol, The moon was a month old when Adam was no more; 
And raught not to five weeks, when he came to five-score. 

The allusion holds in the exchange. 

Dull. ’Tis true indeed: the collusion holds in the exchange. 

Hol. God comfort thy capacity! I say, the allusion holds in 
the exchange. 

Duil. And Isay the pollusion holds in the exchange, for the 
moon is neyer but a month old; and I say beside, that ’t was a 
pricket that the princess kill’d. 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal epitaph on 
the death of the deer? and, to humour the ignorant, I have call’d 
the deer the princess kill’d, a pricket. 
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Nath. Perge, good master Holofernes, perge; so it shall 
please you to abrogate scurrility. 
Hol. _ Y will something affect the letter, for it argues facility. 
The preyful princess pierc’d and prick’d a pretty pleasing 
pricket ; 

Some say, a sore; but not a sore, till now made sore with 
shooting. 

The dogs did yell; put l to sore, then soreljumps from thicket ; 

Or pricket sore, or else sorel; the people fall a hooting’. 

If sore be sore, then l to sore makes fifty sores; O sore l! 
Of one sore I an hundred make, by adding but one more l. 

Nath. A rare talent! 

Dull. Ifa talent be a claw, look how he claws him with a 
talent. 

Hol. This isa giftthat have, simple, simple; a foolish ex- 
travagant spirit, full of forms, figures, shapes, objects, ideas, 
apprehensions, motions, revolutions: these are begot in the ven- 
tricle of memory, nourished in the womb of pia mater, and de- 
livered upon the mellowing of occasion. But the gift is good in 
those in whom itis acute, and I am thankful for it. 

Nath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you, and so may my 
parishioners; for their sons are well tutored by you, and their 
daughters profit very greatly under you: you are a good member of 
the commonwealth. 

Hol. Mehercle! if their sons be ingenious, they shall want no 
instruction: if their daughters be capable, I will put it to them; 
but, vir sapit, qui pauca loquitur. A soul feminine saluteth us. 


Enter JAQUENEYTTA and COSTARD. 


Jaq. God give you good morrow, master person. 

Hol, Master person, — quasi pers-on. Anif one should be 
pierced, which is the one? 

Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is likest to a 
hogshead. 

Hol. Of piercing a hogshead! a good lustre of conceit in a 
turf of earth; fire enough for a flint, pearl enough for a swine: 
*tis pretty; itis well. 
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Jaq. Good master parson, be so good as read me this letter. 
it was given me by Costard, and sent me from Don Armado: I 
beseech you, read it. 

Hol. Fauste, precor geliddé quando pecus omne sub umbra 
Ruminat, — and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan! I may speak 
of thee as the traveller doth of Venice: 

— Venegia, Venegia, 

Chi non te vede, non te pregia. 
Old. Mantuan!: old Mantuan! Who understandeth thee not, 
loves thee not. — Ut, re, sol, la, mi, fa. — Under pardon, 
Sir, what are the contents? or, rather, as Horace says in his — 
What, my soul, verses? 

Nath. Ay, Sir, and very learned. 

Hol. Let me hear astaff, astanza, averse: lege, domine. 

Nath. Iflove make me forsworn, how shall I swear to love? 

Ah, never faith could hold, ifnot to beauty vowed! 
Though to myself forsworn, to thee I'll faithful prove ; 
Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like osiers bowed. 
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine eyes, 
Where all those pleasures live, that art would comprehend: 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suffice. 
Well learned ts that tongue, that well can thee commend ; 
Allignorant that soul, that ses thee without wonder ; 
Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts admire. 
Thy eye Jove’s lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful thunder , 
Which, not to anger bent, is music, and sweet fire. 
Celestial, as thow art, O! pardon, love, this wrong’, 
That sings heaven’s praise with such an earthly tongue ! 

Hol. You find not the apostrophes, and so miss the accent: 
let me supervise the canzonet. Here are only numbers ratified ; 
but, for the elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poesy, caret. 
Ovidius Naso was the man: and why, indeed, Naso, but for 
smelling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy, the jerks of in- 
vention? Jmitari is nothing: so doth the hound his master, the 
ape his keeper, the ’tired horse his rider. But damosella, virgin, 
was this directed to you? 
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Jaq. Ay, Sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one of the strange 
queen’s lords. 


Hol. will overglance the superscript. ‘*To the snow-whice 
hand of the most beauteous Lady Rosaline.” I will look again on 
the intellect of the letter, for the nomination of the Darty writing to 
the person written unto: ‘‘Your ladyship’s, in all desired employ- 
ment, Biron.” Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries 
with the king; and here he hath framed a letter to a sequent of the 
stranger queen’s, which, accidentally, or by the way of pro- 
gression, hath miscarried. — Trip and go, my sweet: deliver 
this paper into the royal hand of the king; it may concern much. 
Stay not thy compliment; I forgive thy duty: adieu. 

Jaq. Good Costard, go with me. — Sir, God save your 
life! 

Cost. Have with thee, my girl. 


[Exeunt Cosy. and Jaq. 
Nath, Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, very reli- 
giously; and, asa certain father saith — 


Hol. Sir, tell not me of the father; I do fear colourable co- 
lours. But, to return to the yerses: did they please you, Sir 
Nathaniel? 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 


Hol. Ido dine to-day at the fatMer’s of a certain pupil of mine; 
where if before repast it shall please you to gratify the table with a 
grace, Iwill, on my privilege I have with the parents of the fore- 
said child or pupil, undertake your ben venuto; where I will prove 
those verses to be very unlearned, neither savouring of poetry, 
wit, norinvention. Ibeseech your society. 


Nath. And thank you too; for society (saith the text) is the 
happiness of life. 


Hol. And, certes, the text most infallibly concludes it. — 
Sir, [To Dut,] I do invite you too: you shall not say. me nay: 


paucaverba. Away! the gentles are at their game, and we will 
to our recreation. 


[Exeunt. 
246 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


SCENE IU. 
Another part of the Same. 
Enter Brron, with a paper. 

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer; I am coursing my- 
self: they have pitch’d a toil; Iam toiling in a pitch — pitch that 
defiles. Defile? a foul word. Well, set thee down, sorrow! 
for so, they say, the fool said, andsosayI, andIthe fool. Well 
proved, wit! By the lord, this love is as mad as Ajax: it kills 
sheep; itkillsme, Iasheep. Well proved again o’ my side! [ 
will not love; ifIdo, hang me: i’faith, I will not. O! but her 
eye, —by this light, but for her eye, I would not love her! yes, 
for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing in the world but lie, and 
lie in my throat. By heaven, Ido love, and it hath taught me to 
thyme, and to be melancholy; and here is part of my rhyme, and 
here my melancholy. Well, she hath one o’ my sonnets already: 
the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and the lady hath it: sweet 
clown, sweeter fool, sweetest lady! By the world, I would not 
care a pin if the other three were in. Here comes one with a paper: 
God give him grace to groan! [ Gets up into a tree. 

Enter the Kine, with a paper. 

Ring. Ay me! 

Biron. [Aside.] Shot, by heaven! — Proceed, sweet Cupid: 
thou hast thump’d him with thy bird-bolt under the left pap. — 
In faith, secrets! — 

King. [Reads.| So sweet a kiss the golden sun gives not 

To those fresh morning drops upen the rose, 
As thy eye-beams , when their fresh rays have smote 

The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows: 
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 

Through the transparent bosom of the deep , 

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light ; 
Thou shin’ st in every tear that Ido weep: 

No drop but as a coach doth carry thee ; 
So ridest thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tears that swellinme, 

And they thy glory through my grief will show: 
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But'do not love thyself; then thou wilt keep 

My tears for glasses, and stillmake me weep. 

O queen of queens, how far dost thou excel! 

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell. 


How shall she know my griefs? Ill drop the paper. 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. Whois he comes here? [Steps aside. 


Enter LONGAVILLE, with a paper. 


[4side.] What, Longaville! and reading? listen, ear. 
Biron. [Aside.] Now, in thy likeness, one more fool appear! 
Long. Ay me! Iam forsworn. 
Biron. [Aside.] Why, he,comes in like a perjurer, wearing 
papers. 
King. [Aside.] In love, Lhope.. Sweet fellowship in shame! 
Biron. [Aside.] One drunkard loves another of the name. 
Long. Am I the first that have been perjur'dso? 
Biron. [ Aside.) Y could put thee in comfort: not by two that 
I know. 
Thou mak’st the triumviry, the corner-cap of society, 
The shape of love’s Tyburn, that hangs up simplicity. 
Long. I fear these stubborn lines lack power to move. 
O sweet Maria, empress of my love! 
These numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 
Biron. [Aside.| O! rhymes are guards on wanton Cupid’s 
hose: 
Disfigure not his shape. 
Long. This same shall go. — 
[ He reads the sonnet. 
Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye, 
’Gainst whom the world cannot hold argument , 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 
Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment . 
Awoman I forswore; but I will prove , 
Thou being a goddess , I forsworenot thee: 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 
Thy grace, being gain’d, cures all disgrace in me. 
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Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is: 
Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost shine , 
Ecxhal’st this vapour-vow ; in thee itis: 
If broken, then, tt is no fault of mine. 
If by me broke, what fool ts not so wise , 
To lose an oath, to win a paradise? 


Biron. [Aside.] This is the liver vein, which makes flesh a 
deity ; 
A green goose, a goddess: pure, pure idolatry. 
God amend us, God amend! we are much out 0’ the way. 
Enter DUMAINE, witha paper. 
Long. By whom shall I send this? — Company! stay. 
[ Steps aside. 
Biron. [Aside.] Allhid, all hid; an old infant play. 
Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky, 
And wretched fools’ secrets heedfully o’er-eye. 
More sacks to the mill! O heavens! I have my wish: 
Dumaine transform’d? four woodcocks in a dish! 
Dum. O most divine Kate! 
Biron. [Aside.] O most profane coxcomb! 
Dum. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye! 
Biron. [Aside.} By earth, she is not: — corporal; there 
you lie. : 
Dum. "er amber hairs for foul have amber quoted. 
Biron. [Aside.] Anamber-colour’d raven was well noted. 
Dum. As upright as the cedar. 


Biron. [Aside.] Stoop, Isay: 
Her shoulder is with child. 
Dum. As fair as day. 
Biron. [Aside.] Ay, aS some days; but then no sun must 
shine. 
Dum. O, that Thad my wish! 
Long’. [ Astde.] And I had mine! 


Ring. [Aside.] AndYmine too, good lord! 
Biron. [Aside.| Amen, so Thad mine. Is not that a good 
word? 
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Dum. Iwould forget her; but a fever she 
Reigns in my blood, and will remember’d be. 

Biron. [Aside.] A fever in your blood? why, then incision 
Would let her out in saucers: sweet misprision! 

Dum. Once more I’ll read the ode that I have writ. 

Biron. [Aside.] Once more I’! mark how love can vary wit. 


Dum. Onaday, alack the day! 
Love , whose monthis ever May , 
Spied a blossom, passing fair , 
Playing in the wanton air: 
Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
All unseen, ’gan passage find; 
That the lover, sick to death, 
Wish’ d himself the heaven’s breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow; 
Air, would I might triumph so! 
But alack! my hand is sworn, 
Ne'’er to pluck thee from thy thorn: 
Vow, alack! for youth unmeet, 
Youth so apt to pluck a sweet. 
Do not call it sin in me, 
That I am forsworn for thee ; 
Thou for whom Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiop were ; 
And deny himself for Jove , 
Turning mortal for thy love. 


This will I send, and something else more plain, . 
That shall express my true love’s fasting pain. 
O, would the King, Biron, and Longaville, 
Were lovers too! Ill, to example ill, 
Would from my forehead wipe a perjuc'd note; 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 
Long. [Advancing.] Dumaine, thy love is far from charity, 
That in love’s grief desir’st society : 
You may look pale, but I should blush, I know, 
To be o’erheard, and taken napping so. 
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Hing. [Advancing.] Come, Sir, you blush; as his your case 
is such; 

You chide at him, offending twice as much: 
You do not love Maria; Longayille 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile, 
Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart. 
I have been closely shrouded in this bush, 
And mark’d you both, and for you both did blush. 
I heard your guilty rhymes, observ’d your fashion , 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion 
Ay me! says one; O Jove! the other cries; 
One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other’s eyes : 
You would for paradise break faith and troth; [To Lone. 
And Jove for your love would infringe an oath. [To DUMAINE. 
What will Biron say, when that he shall hear 
Faith infringed, which such zeal did swear? 
How will he scorn! how will he spend his wit! 
How will he triumph, leap, and Jaugh at it! 
For all the wealth that ever I did see, ‘ 
I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. — 

[Descends from the tree. 

Ah, good my liege, I pray thee pardon me: 
Good heart! what grace hast thou, thus to reprove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love? 
Your eyes do make no coaches; in your tears 
There is no certain princess that appears : 
You Il not be perjur’d, ’t is a hateful thing: 
Tush! none but minstrels like of sonneting. 
But are you not asham’d? nay, are you not, 
All three of you, to be thus much o’ershot? 
You found his mote; the king your mote did see; 
But I a beam do find in each of three. 
O! what a scene of foolery have I seen, 
Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen! 
Ome! with what strict patience have I sat, 
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To see a king transformed to a gnat! © 

To see great Hercules whipping a gig, 

And profound Selomon to tune a jig, 

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys, 

And critic Timon laugh at idle toys! 

Where lies thy grief? O! tellme, good Dumaine: 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain? 

And where my liege’s? all about the breast : — 

A caudle, ho! 


Ring. Too bitter is thy jest. 
Are we betray’d thus to thy over-view? 


Biron. Not you by me, but I betray’d to you: 
I, that am honest; I, that hold it sin 
To break the vow I am engaged in; 
Tam betray’d, by keeping company 
With men, like men of strange inconstancy. 
When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme? 
Or groan for love? or spend a minute’s time 
In pruning me? | When shall you hear that I 
Will praise ahand, afoot, a face, an eye, 
A gait, astate, abrow, abreast, a waist, 
A leg, a limb? — 

Hing. Soft! Whither away so fast? 
A true man, orathief, that gallops so? 


Biron. post from love; good Jover, let me go. 


Enter JAQUENETTA and COSTARD. - 


Jaq. God bless the king! 
Hing. What present hast thou there? 
Cost. Some certain treason. 
King. What makes treason here? 
Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, Sir. 
King. If it mar nothing neither, 
The treason and you go in peace away together. 
Jaq. beseech your grace, let this letter be read: 
Our parson misdoubts it; ’t was treason, he said. 
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Ring. Biron, read it over. [Brron reads the letter. 
Where had’st thou it? 
Jaq. Of Costard. 
King. Where had’st thou it? 
Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 
Ring. How now! whatisin you? why dost thou tear it? 
Biron. Atoy, myliege, atoy: your grace needs not fear it? 
Long. It did move him to passion, and therefore let ’s hear it. 
Dum. Itis Biron’s writing, and here is his name. 
[Picking up the pieces. 
Biron. Ah, you whoreson loggerhead! [Zo Cosrarp.] you 
were born to do me shame. — 
Guilty, my lord, guilty! Iconfess, I confess. 
King. What? 
Biron. That you three fools lack’d me, fool, to make up 
the mess 
He, he, and you, and you my liege, and1, 
Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die. 
©! dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 
Dum. Now the number is even. 


Biron. True, true; we are four. — 
Will these turtles be gone? 
Ring’. Hence, Sirs; away! 


Cost. Walk aside the true folk, and Jet the traitors stay. 
[Exeunt CosrarD and JAQUENETTA. 
Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O! let us embrace. 
As true we are, as flesh and blood can be: 
The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face; 
Young blood doth not obey an old decree: 
We cannot cross the cause why we were born ; 
Therefore, ofall hands must we be forsworn. 
King. What, did these rent lines show some love of thine? 
Biron. Did they? quoth you. Who sees the heavenly 
Rosaline, 
That, like arude and sayage man of Inde, 
At the first opening of the gorgeous east, 
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Bows not his vassal head; and, stricken blind } 
Kisses the base ground with obedient breast? 
What peremptory, eagle-sighted eye 
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her majesty? 


fing. What zeal, what fury hath inspir’d thee now? 
My love, her mistress, isa gracious moon, 
She, an attending star, scarce seen a light. 


Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron. 
O! but for my love, day would turn to night. 
Of all complexions the cull’d sovereignty 
Do meet, as ata fair, in her fair cheek ; 

Where several worthies make one dignity , 

Where nothing wants that want itself doth seek. 

Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues, — 

Fie, painted rhetoric! ©! she needsit not: 

To things of sale a seller’s praise belongs ; 

She passes praise; then praise too short doth blot. 

A wither’d hermit, five-score winters worn, 

Might shake off fifty , looking in her eye: 

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born, 

And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy. 

O! ’tis the sun, that maketh all things shine! 
King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 
Biron. Is.ebony like her? © wood divine! 

A wife of such wood were felicity. 
O! who can give an oath? where is a book? 
That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack , 

If that she learn not of her eye to look: 

No face is fair, that is not full so black. 
King. O paradox! Black is the badge of hell, 
The hue of dungeons, and the scowl! of night; 

And beauty’s crest becomes the heavens well. 

Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits of light. 

O! ifin black my lady’s brows be deck’d ; 

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair, 
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Should ravish doters with a false aspect; 
And therefore is she born to make black fair. 

Her fayour turns the fashion of the days; 
For native blood is counted painting now, 

And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise , 
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 

Dum. To look like her are chimney-sweepers black. 

Long. And since her time are colliers counted bright. 

King. And Ethiops of their sweet complexion crack. 

Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light. 

Biron. Your mistresses dare never come in rain, 

For fear their colours should be wash’d away. 
Ring. ’T were good, yours did; for, Sir, to tell you plain, 
Ill find a fairer face not wash’d to-day. 

Biron. 17ll prove her fair, or talk till doomsday here. 

King. No devil will fright thee then so much as she. 

Dum. never knew man hold vile stuff so dear.’ 

Long. Look, here’s thy love: my foot and her face see. 

Biron. O! ifthe streets were payed with thine eyes, 

Her feet were much too dainty for such tread. 

Dum. Ovile! then, as she goes, what upward lies 

The street should see, as she walk’d over head. 

King. But what of this? Are we not all in love? 

Biron. O! nothing so sure; and thereby all forsworn. 

King. Then leave this chat: and, good Biron, now prove 

Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 

Dum. Ay, marry, there; some flattery for this evil. 

Long. O! some authority how to proceed; 

Some tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the devil. 

Dum. Some salve for perjury. 

Biron. O! ’tis more than need. — 
Have at you, then, affection’s men at arms. 
Consider, what you first did swear unto ; — 

To fast, — to study, — and to see no woman: 
Flat treason ’gainst the kingly state of youth. 
Say, can you fast? your stomachs are tou young, 
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And abstinence engenders maladies. 
And where that you haye yvow'd to study, lords, 
In that each of you hath forsworn his book , 

Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look? 
For when would you, my lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of study’s excellence, 
Without the beauty of a woman’s face? 

From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive: 

They are the ground, the books, the Academes, 
From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 
Why, universal plodding prisons up 

The nimble spirits in the arteries , : 

As motion, and long-during action, tires 

The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

Now, for not looking on a woman’s face, 

You have in that forsworn the use of eyes, 

And study, too, the causer of your yow; 

For where is any author in the world, 

Teaches such beauty as a woman’s eye? 

Learning is but an adjunct to ourself, 

And where we are, our learning likewise is: 

Then ,. when ourselves we see in ladies’ eyes. 

Do we not likewise see our learning there? 

O! we have made a yow to study, lords, 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books; 

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 
In leaden contemplation have found out 

Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 

Of beauty’s tutors have enrich’d you with? 

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain, 

And therefore, finding barren practisers, 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil; 

But love, first learned in a lady’s eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain, 

But with the motion of all elements 

Courses as swift as thought in every power, 

Above their functions and their offices. 
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It adds a precious secing to the eye; 
A loyer’s eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 
A lover’s car will hear the lowest sound, 
When the suspicious head of theft it stopp’d: 
Love’s feeling is more soft, and sensible, 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails : 
Loye’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste. 
For valour is not love a Hercules, 
Still climbing trees in the Hesperides? 
Subtle as sphinx; as sweet, and musical, 
As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair ; 
And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 
Never durst poet touch a pen to write, 
Until his ink were temper’d with love’s sighs ; 
O! then his lines would rayish savage ears , 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 
From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ; 
They are the books, the arts, the Academes, 
That show, contain, and nourish all the world, 
Else none at all in aught proves excellent. 
Then, fools you were these women to forswear, 
Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 
For wisdom’s sake, a word that all men love, 
Or for love’s sake, a word that loves all men, 
Or for men’s sake, the authors of these women, 
Or women’s sake, by whom we men are men, 
Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves, 
Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths. 
It is religion to be thus forsworn ; 
For charity itself fulfils the law, 
And who can sever love from charity? 
King. Saint Cupid, then! and, soldiers, to the field! . 
Biron. - Advance your standards, and upon them, lords! 
Pell-mell, down with them! but be first advis’d, 
In conflict that you get the sun of them. 
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Long. Now to plain-dealing: lay these slozes by. 
Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France? 
King. And win them too: therefore, let us devise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 
Biron. First, from the park let us conduct them thither; 
Then, homeward, every man attach the hand 
Of his fair mistress. In the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them, 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 
For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours, 
Fore-run fair Love, strewing her way with flowers. 
King. Away, away! no timé shall be omitted, 
That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 
Biron. Allons! allons! — Sow’d cockle reap’d no corn; 
And justice always whirls in equal measure: 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn 
Ifso, our copper buys no better treasure. | Exeunt. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Another part of the Same. 


Enter HOLOFERNES, Sir NATHANIEL, and DULL. 

Hol. Satis quod sufficit. 

Nath. 1 praise God for you, Sir: your reasons at dinner 
have been sharp and sententious; pleasant without scurtility, 
witty without affection, audacious without impudency, learned 
without opinion, and strange without heresy. I did converse this 
quondam day with a companion of the king’s, who is intituled, 
nominated, or called, Don Adriano de Armado. 

Hol. Novi hominem tanquam te: his humour is lofty, his 
discourse peremptory, his tongue filed, his eye ambitious , his 
gait majestical, and his general behaviour vain, ridiculous, and 
thrasonical. He is too picked, too spruce, too affected, too 
odd, asit were, too perigrinate, as I may call it. 

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet. 

[Draws out his table-bock. 
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Hol. We draweth out the thread of his verbosity finer than the 
staple of his argument. Tabhor such fanatical phantasms, such 
insociable and point-devise companions ; such rackers of ortho- 
graphy, as to speak dout, fine, when he should say, doubt; 
det, when he should pronounce, debt—d, e, b, t, notd, e, t. 
he clepeth a calf, cauf; half, hauf; neighbour vocatur nebour; 
neigh abbreviated ne. This is abhominable, (which he would 
call abominable,) it insinuateth me of insanie: ne zntelligis 
domine? to make frantic, lunatic. 

Nath. Lars Deo, bone intelligo. 

Hol. Bone?—- bone, for bene: Priscian a little scratch’d; 
’t will serve. 


Linter ARMADO, MoTH, and COSTARD. 


Nath. Videsne quis venit? 

Hol. Video, et gaudeo. 

Arm. Chirrah! - [fo Mora. 

Hol. Quare Chirrah, not sitrrah? 

Arm. Menof peace, well encounter’d. 

Hol. Most military Sir, salutation. 

Moth. They have been at a great feast of languages, and 
stolen the scraps. 

Cost. O! they have lived long on the alms-basket of words. 
I marvel thy master hath not eaten thee for aword ; for thou art not 
so long by the head as honorificabilitudinitatibus: thou art easier 
swallowed than a flag-dragon. 

Moth. Peace! the peal begins. 

Arm. Monsieur, [7o Hon.] are you not letter’d? 

Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the horn-book. — What 
isa, b, spelt backward with the horn on his head? 

Hol. Ba, pueritia, witha horn added. 

Moth. Ba! most silly sheep, with a horn. — You hear his 
learning. 

Hol. Quits, quis, thou consonant? 

Moth.. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat them;, or 
the fifth, iff. 

Hol. Iwillrepeatthem, a, e, i. — 
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Moth. Thesheep: the other two concludes it; 0, u. 

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterranean, a sweet 
touch, a quick venew of wit! snip, snap, quick and home: it 
rejoiceth my intellect; true wit! 

Moth. Offer’d by achild to an old man; whichis wit-old. 

Hol. What is the figure? what is the figure? 

Moth. Horns. 

Hol. Thou disputest like an infant: go, whip thy gig. 

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I will whip 
about your infamy circum circa. A gig of a cuckold’s horn! 

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, thou shouldst 
have it to buy gingerbread: hold, there is the very remuneration I 
had of thy master, thou half-penny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg 
of discretion. ©! an the heavens were so pleased, that thou 
wert but my bastard, what a joyful father would’st thou make me. 
Go to; thou hast it ad dunghill, at the fingers’ ends, as they say. 

Hol. ©! Ismell false Latin; dunghill for wngwem. 

Arm. Arts-man, preambula: we will be singled from the 
barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the charge-house on the 
top of the mountain? 

Hol. Ormons, the hill. 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure for the mountain. 

Hol. Ido, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, itis the king’s most sweet pleasure and affection, 
to congratulate the princess at her pavilion in the posteriors of this 
day, which the rude multitude call the afternoon. 

Hol. The posterior of the day, most generous Sir., is liable, 
congruent, and measurable for the afternoon: the word is well 
cull’d, chose; sweet and apt, Ido assure you, Sir; I do assure. 

Arm, Sir, the king is a noble gentleman, and my familiar, 
I do assure you, very good friend. — For what is inward between 
us, let it pass. —I do beseech thee, remember thy courtesy; — 
I beseech thee, apparel thy head: — and among other important 
and most serious designs, — and of great importindeed, too, — 
but let that pass; —for I must tell thee, it will please his grace 
(by the world) sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder, and with 
his royal finger, thus dally with my excrement, with my musta- 
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chio: but, sweet heart, let that pass, By the world, I recount 
no fable: some certain special honours it pleaseth his greatness to 
impart to Armado, a soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the 
world; but let that pass. — The very all of allis, — but, sweet 
heart, I do implore secrecy, — that the king would have me pre- 
sent the princess, sweet’chuck, with some delightful ostentation, 
or show, or pageant, or antick, or fire-work. Now, under- 
standing that the curate and your sweet self are good at such 
eruptions, and sudden breaking out of mirth, asit were, IL have 
acquainted you withal, tothe end to crave your assistance. 

Hol. Sir, youshall present before her the nine Worthies. — 
Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some entertainment of time, some 
show in the posterior of this day, to be rendered by our assistance, 
— the king’s command, and this most gallant, illustrate, and 
learned gentleman, — before the princess, I say, none so fit as 
to present the nine Worthies. 

Nath. Where will you find men worthy enough to present 
them? 

Hol. Joshua, yourself; myself, or this gallant gentleman, 
Judas Maccabeus; this swain, (because of his great limb or joint, ) 
shall pass Pompey the great; the page, Hercules. 

Arm. Pardon, Sir; error: he is not quantity enough for 
that worthy’s thumb: he is not'so big as the end of his club. 

Hol. Shall I haye audience? he shall present Hercules in 
minority: his enter and exit shall be strangling a snake; and I 
will have an apology for that purpose. 

Moth. An excellent device! so, if any of the audience hiss, 
you may cry, ‘‘ Well done, Hercules! now thou crushest the 
snake!’ that is the way to make an offence gracious, though few 
have the grace to do it. 

Arm. For the rest of the Worthies ? — 

Hol. will play three myself. 

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman! 

Arm. Shall 1 tell you a thing? 

Hol. . We attend. 

Arm. Wewillhave, ifthis fadge not, an antick. Lbeseech 
you, follow. 
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Hol. Via! — Goodman Dull, thou hast spoken no word all 
this while. 

Dull. Nor understood none neither, Sir. 

Hol. Allons! we will employ thee. 

Dull. I'll make one in a dance, or so; or I will play on the 
tabor to the Worthies, and let them dante the hay. 

Hol. Most dull, honest Dull. To our sport, away! 


[Exeunt. 
SCENE Il, 


Another part of the Same. Before the Princess’s Pavilion. 


Enter the Princess, KATHARINE, ROSALINE, and Maria. 
Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart, 
If fairings come thus plentifully in : 
A lady wall’d about with diamonds ! — 
Look you, what I have from the loving king. 
ios. Madam, came nothing else along with that? 
Prin. _ Nothing but this? yes; as much love in rhyme, + 
As would be cramm’d up ina sheet of paper, 
Writ on both sides the leaf, margin and all, 
That he was fain to seal on Cupid’s name. 
fios. That was the way to make his god-head wax; 
For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 
kath. Ay, andashrewd unhappy gallows too. 
fios. You'll ne’er be friends with him: a’ kill’d your sister. 
Hath. We made her melancholy, sad, and heavy; - 
And so she died: had she been light, like you, 
Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit, 
She might a’ been a grandam ere she died; 
And so may you, fora light heart lives long. 
fios. What ’s your dark meaning, mouse, of this light 
word? 
Rath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 
fos. We need more light to find your meaning out. 
Kath. You'll mar the light by taking it in snuff; 
Therefore, I’ll darkly end the argument. 
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Ros. Look, what you do, you do it stilli’ the dark. 
Kath. So donot you, for you are alight wench. 
Ros. Indeed, I weigh not you, and therefore light. 
Rath. You weigh me not? — 0! that’s you care not for me. 
Ros. Great reason; for, past cure is still past care. 
Prin. Well bandied both; a set of wit well play’d. 
But Rosaline, you have a favour too: 
Who sent it? and what is it? 
Ros. I would you knew: 
An if my face were but as fair as your’s, 
My favour were as great: be witness this. 
Nay, Ihave verses too, I thank Biron. 
The numbers true; and, were the numb’ring too, 
I were the fairest goddess on the ground: 
Iam compar’d to twenty thousand fairs. 
O! he hath drawn my picture in his letter. 
Prin. Any thing like? 
Ros. Much, inthe letters, nothing in the praise. 
Prin. Beauteous as ink: a good conclusion. 
Rath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 
Ros. ’Warepencils! How? let me not die your debtor, 
My red dominical, my golden letter: ° 
O, that your face were not so full of O’s! 
Prin. A-poxof that jest! and I beshrew all shrows! 
But, Katharine, what was sent to you from fair Dumaine? 
Rath. Madam, this glove. 
Prin. Did he not send you twain? 
Kath. Yes, madam; and, moreover, 
Some thousand verses of a faithfal lover: 
A huge translation of hypocrisy, 
Vilely compil’d, profound simplicity. 
Mar. This, and these pearls to me sent Longaville: 
The letter is too lcng by half mile. 
Prin. Ithink noless. Dost thou not wish in heart, 
The chain were longer, and the letter short? 
Mar. Ay, orl would these hands might never part. 
Prin. Weare wise girls to mock our lovers so. 
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Car Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mocking so. 
an That same Biron I ’ll torture ere I go. 
O! that I knew he were but in by the week! 
Ale How I would make him fawn, and beg, and seek, 
Ah And wait the season, and observe the times, 
Hi And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes , 
eye And shape his service wholly to my behests , 
And make him proud to make me proud that jests ! 
So portent-like would I o’ersway his state, 
That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 
Prin. None are so surely caught, when they are catch’d , 
As wit turn’d fool: folly, in wisdom hatch’d, 
Hath wisdom’s warrant, and the help of school, 
And wit’s own grace to grace a learned fool. 
Ros. The blood of youth burns not with such excess, 
As grayity’s revolt to wantonness. 
Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note, 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote; 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
To prove by wit worth in simplicity. 


dinter BOYET. 


Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 
Boyet.. O! Iam stabb’d with laughter. Where’s her grace? 
Prin.» Thy news, Boyet? 
Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare! 
Arm, wenches, arm! encounters mounted are 
Against your peace. Love doth approach disguis’d, 
Armed in arguments: you ll be surpris’d. 
Muster your wits; stand in your own defence, 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 
Prin. Saint Dennis to saint Cupid! What are they, 
That charge their breath against us? say, scout, say. 
Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore, 
I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour, 
When, lo! to interrupt my purpos’d rest, 
Toward that shade I might behold addrest 
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The king and his companions: warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by, 
And overheard what you shall overhear; 
That by and by disguis’d they will be here. 
Their herald is a pretty knavish page , 
That well by heart hath conn’d his embassage : 
Action, and accent, did they teach him there ; 
‘«'Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body bear:’ 
And ever and anon they made a doubt 
Presence majestical would put him out; 
‘‘For,” quoth the king, ‘‘an.angel shalt thou see; 
Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously.”’ 
The boy replied, *‘An angel is not evil; 
I should have feared her, had she been a devil.” 
With that all laugh’d, and clapp’d him on the shoulder, 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder. 
One rubb’d his elbow thus, and fleer’d and swore 
A better speech was never spoke before : 
Another, with his finger and his thumb, 
Cry’d ‘‘ Via! we will do’t, come what will come:” 
The third he caper’d, and cried, ‘‘ All goes well:”’ 
The fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that, they all did tumble on the ground , 
With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 
That in this spleen ridiculous appears , 
To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears. 
Prin. But what, but what, come they to visit us? 
Boyet. They do, they do; and are apparel’d thus, — 
Like Muscovites, or Russians: as I guess, 
Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance; 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress; which they ’Il know 
By favours several which they did bestow. 
Prin. And will they so? the gallants shall be task’d; 
For, ladies, we will every one be mask’d, 
And not a man of them shall have the grace, 
Despite of suit, to see a lady’s face. — 
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Hold Rosaline; this favour thou shalt wear, 
And then the king will court thee for his dear: 
Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine, 
So shall Biron take me for Rosaline. — 
And change you favours, too; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiy’d by these removes. 
Ros. Come on then: wear the favours most in sight. 
Rath. Butin this changing what is your intent?’ 
Prin. The effect of my intent is, to cross theirs: 
They do it but in mockery, merriment; 
And mock for mock is only my intent. 
Their several counsels they unbosom shalt 
To loves mistook; and so be mock’d withal, 
Upon the next occasion that we meet, 
With visages display’d, to talk, and greet. 
Ros. But shall we dance, if they desire us tot? 
Prin. No; to the death, we willknot move a foot: 
Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace; 
But, while ’tis spoke, each turn away her face. 
Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker’s heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 
Prin. Therefore Ido it; and, Imake no doubt, 
The rest will ne’er come in, ifhe be out. 
There ’s no such sport, as sport by sport o’erthrown; . 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own: 
So shall we stay, mocking intended game ; 
And they, well mock’d, depart away with shame. 
[Trumpets sound within. 
Boyet. The trumpet sounds: bemask’d, the maskers come. 
[The Ladies mask. 


Enter the Kine, Biron, LoneavitneE, and DUMAINE, %% 
Russian habits, and masked; Morn, Musicians, and Aiten- 
dants. 

Moth. <‘‘Allhail, the richest beauties on the earth!” 
Biron. Beauties no richer than rich taffata. 
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Moth. ‘*A holy parcel of the fairest dames, 
[The Ladies turn their backs to him. 
That ever turn’d their backs.to mortal views!” 
Biron. ‘* Their eyes,” villain, ‘‘ their eyes.” 
Moth. ‘‘That ever turn’d their eyes to mortal views! 
Out —”’ 
Boyet. True; ‘‘out,” indeed. 
Moth. ‘‘Out of your favours, heavenly spirits, vouchsafe 
Not to behold”? — 
Biron. ‘‘Once to behold,” rogue. 
Moth. ‘‘Once to behold with your sun-beamed eyes , 
— with your sun-beamed eyes”? — 
Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet ; 
You were best call it daughter-beamed eyes. 
Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me out. 
Biron. Is this your perfectness? be gone, you rogue. 
Ros. What would these strangers? know their minds, Boyet. 
If they do speak our language, ’t is our will 
That some plain man recount their purposes. 
Know what they would. 
Boyet. What would you with the princess? 
Biron. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 
ftos. What would they, say they? 
Boyet. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 
Ros. Why, that they have; and bid them so be gone. 
Boyet. Shesays, youhaveit, and you may be gone. 
Ring. Say toher, we have measur’d many miles, 
To tread a measure with her on this grass. 
Boyet. They say, that they have measur’d many a mile,’ 
To tread a measure with you on this grass. 
Ros. Itisnotso: ask them how many inches 
Is in one mile? if they have measur’d many, 
‘The measure then of one is easily told. 
Boyet. If, to come hither you have measur’d miles , 
And many miles, the princess bids you tell, 
How many inches do fill up one mile. 
Biron. Tellher, we measure them by weary steps. 
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Boyet. She hears herself. 

Ros. How many weary steps, 
Of many weary miles you have o’ergone, 
Are number’d in the trayel of one mile? 

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for you: 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite, 
That we may do it still without accompt. 
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face , 
That we, like savages, may worship it. 

Ros. My face is buta moon, and clouded too. 

Ring. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do! 
Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to shine 
(Those clouds removed) upon our watery eyne. 

Ros. O, vain petitioner! beg a greater matter; 
Thou now request’st but moonshine in the water. 

King. Then, in our measure do but youchsafe one change. 
Thou bid’st me beg; this begging is not strange. 

Ros. Play, music, then! nay, you must do it soon. 

[Music plays. 

Not yet; — no dance: — thus change I like the moon. 

Ring. ‘Will you not dance? How come you thus estranged? 

Ros. You took the moon at full, but now she ’s changed. 

King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man. 
The music plays: youchsafe some motion to it. 

Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it. 

King’. But your legs should do it. 

Ros. Since you are strangers, and come here by chance, 
We ‘ll not be nice. Take hands: — we will not dance. 

King. Why take we hands then? 

Ros. Only to part friends. — 
Court’sy, sweet hearts; and so the measure ends. 

King. More measure of this measure: be not nice. 

Ros. Wecan afford no more at such a price. 

Ring. Prize you yourselves? What buys your company? 

Ros. Your absence only. 

Ring. That can never be. 
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Ros. Then cannot we be bought; and so adicu. 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you! 
King. Ifyou deny to dance, let’s hold more chat. 
Ros. Yn private then. 
Ring: Tam best pleas’d with that. 
[They converse apart. 
Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet word with thee. 
Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar: there are three. 
Biron. Nay then, twotreys, (an if you grow so nice) 
Metheglin, wort, and malmsey. — Wellrun, dice! 
There ’s half a dozen sweets. 
Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu. 
Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you. 
Biron. One word in secret. 


Prin. Let it not be sweet, 

Biron. Thou griev’st my gall. 

Prin. Gall? bitter. 

Biron. Therefore meet. 


[They converse apert. 
Dum. Will you vouchsafe with me to change a word ? 
Mar. Nameit. 


Dum, Fair lady, — 

Mar. Say you so? Fair lord. — 
Take that for your fair lady. 

Dum. Please it you, 


As much in private, and I’ll bid adieu. [ They converse apart. 
Rath. What, was your visor made without a tongue? 
Long. Iknowthe reason, lady, why you ask. 
Rath. O, for yourreason! quickly, Sir; I long. 
Long. You have a double tongue within your mask, 

And would afford my speechless visor half. 
Hath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman. — Is not veal a calf? 
Long. <Acalf, fair lady? 


Kath. No, a fair lord calf. 
Long. Let’s part the word. 
Rath. No; I'll not be your half: 


Take all, and wean it: it may prove an ox. 
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Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these sharp mocks. 

Will you give horns, chaste lady? do not so. 

Kath. Then dieacalf, before your horns do grow. 
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Rath. Bleat softly then: the butcher hears you cry. 
[They converse apart. 

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 

As is the razor’s edge invisible, 

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen; 

Above the sense of sense, so sensible 

Seemeth their conference; their conceits have wings, 

Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter things. 
Ros. Not one word more, my maids: break off, break off. 
Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoff! 

King. Farewell, mad wenches: you have simple wits. 
[Exeunt Kine, Lords, Mors, Music and Attendants. 
Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites. — 

Are these the breed of wits so wonder’d at? 

Boyet. Tapersthey are, with your sweet breaths puff’d out, 
Ros. Well-liking wits they have; gross, gross; fat, fat. 
Prin. O, poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout ! 

Will they not, think you, hang themselves to-night , 

Or ever, butin visors, show their faces? 
This pert Biron was out of countenance quite. 
Ros. They were allin lamentable cases ! 

The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 3 
Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit. 

Mar. Dumaine was at my service, and his sword: 

No point, quoth I: my servant straight was mute. 
Kath. Lord Longaville said, I came o’er his heart; 

And trow you, what he call’d me? 


Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 
Fath. Yes, in good faith. 
Prin. Go, sickness as thou art! 


fos. Well, better wits have worn plain statute-caps. 
But will you hear? the king is my love sworn. 
Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 
270 


LOVE’S LABOUR'S LOST. 


Kath. And Longaville was for my service born. 

Mar. Dumaine is mine, as sure as bark on tree. 

Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear. 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own shapes; for it can never be, 

They will digest this harsh indignity. 

Prin. Will they return? 

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows; 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows: 
Therefore, change favours; and, when they repair, 

Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. 

Prin. How blow? how blow? speak to be understood. 

Boyet. Fair ladies , mask’d, are roses in their bud: 
Dismask’d, their damask sweet commixture shown, 

Are angels vailing clouds; or roses blown. 
Prin. Avaunt, perplexity! What shall we do, 
If they return in their own shapes to woo? 

Ros. Good madam, if by me you'll be advis’d, 
Let ’s mock them still, as well, known, as disguis’d. 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Disguis’d like Muscovites, in shapeless gear; 
And wonder, what they were, and to what end 
Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely penn’d, 
And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 
Should be presented at our tent to us. 

Boyet. Ladies, withdraw: the gallants are at hand. 

Prin. Whig to our tents, as roes run over Jand. 

[Exeunt Princess, Ros., Karu. and Maria. 


Enter the Kine, Biron, LoNGAVILLE, and DuMAINE, tn their 
proper habits. 

Ring. Fair Sir, Godsave you! Where is the princess? 
Boyet. Gone toher tent: please it your majesty , 

Command me any service to her thither? 
Ring. . That she vouchsafe me audience for one word. 
Boyet. Iwill; and so will she, Tknow, my lord. [Hwit. 
Biron. This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons peas, 
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And utters it again when God doth please. 

He is wit’s pedler, and retails his wares 

At wakes, and wassails, meetings, markets, fairs; 
And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 
This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve: 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve. 

A’ can carve too, andlisp: why, thisis he, 
That kiss’d his hand away in courtesy: 

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms: nay, he can sing 

A mean most meanly; and, in ushering, 
Mend him who can: the ladies call him, sweet; 
The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet. 
This is the flower that smiles on every one, 

To show his teeth as white as whales bone; 

And consciences, that will not die in debt, 

Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 


King. A blister on his sweet tongue, with my heart, 
That put Armado’s page out of his part! 


Enter the PRINCESS ushered, by BOYET; ROSALINE, MARIA, 
KATHARINE, and Attendants. 


Biron. See where it comes! — Behaviour, what wert thou, 
Till this man show’d thee? and what art thou now? 
King. Allhail, sweet madam, and fair time of day! 
Prin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive. 
King. Construe my speeches better, if you may. 
Prin. Then wish me better: I will give you leave. 
King. Wecame to visit you, and purpose now 
To lead you to our court: youchsafe it, then. 
Prin. This field shall hold me, and so hold your yow: 
Nor God, norI, delight in perjur’d men. 
King. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke; 
The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 
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Prin. You nick-name virtue; vice you should have spoke , 


For virtue’s office never breaks men’s troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unsullied lily, I protest, 
A world of torments though I should endure, 
I would not yield to be your house’s guest; 
So much I hate a breaking cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow’d with integrity. 
King. O! you have liv’d in desolation here , 
Unseen, unyisited; much to our shame. 
Prin. Notso, my lord; itis notso, I swear: 
We have had pastimes here, and pleasant game. 
A: mess of Russians left us but of late. 
Ring. How, madam! Russians? 


Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord; 


Trim gallants, full of courtship , and of state. 
Ros. Madam, speak true. — It is not so, my lord: 

My lady (to the manner of the days) 

In courtesy gives undeserving praise. 

We four, indeed, confronted were with four 

In Russian habit: here they stay’d an hour, 

And talk’d apace; and in that hour, my lord, 

They did not bless us with one happy word. 

I dare not call them fools; but this I think, 

When they are thirsty , fools would fain have drink. 
Biron. This jest is dry to me. — Fair, gentle sweet, 

Your wit makes wise things foolish: when we greet, 

With eyes best seeing, heaven’s fiery eye, 

By light we lose light: your capacity 

Is of that nature, that to your huge store 

Wise things seem foolish , and rich things but poor. 
Ros. This proves you wise and rich, for in my eye, — 
Biron. Yama fool, and full of poverty. 
Ros. But that you take what doth to you belong, 

It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 

Biron. O! Lam yours, and all that I possess. 
Ros. All the fool mine? 
I. 
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Biron. I cannot give you less. 
Ros. Which of the visors was it, that you wore? 
Biron. Where? when? what visor? why demand you this? 
Ros, There, then, that visor; that superfluous case, 
That hid the worse, and show’d the better face. 
King. Weare descried: they ll mock us now downright. 
Dum. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 
Prin. Amaz’d, my lord? Why looks your highness sad? 
fios. Help! hold his brows! he "Il swoon. Why look you 
pale? — 
Sea-sick, Ithink, coming from Muscovy. 
Biron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for perjury. 
Can any face of brass hold longer out? — 
Here standI, lady; dart thy skill at me; 
Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout; 
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance; 
Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit; 
And I will wish thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 
O! never will I trust to speeches penn’d, 
Nor to the motion of a school-boy’s tongue; 
Nor never come in visor to my friend; 
Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper’s song; 
Taffata phrases, silken terms precise , 
Three-pil’d hyperboles, spruce affection, 
Figures pedantical: these summer flies 
Have blown me full of maggot ostentation. 
I do forswear them; and I here protest, 
By this white glove, (how white the hand, God knows) 
Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express’d 
In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes: 
And, to begin, — wench, so God help me, la! 
My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 
fios. Sans sans, I pray you. 
Biron. Yet I have a trick 
Of the old rage: — bear with me, Iam sick; 
I'll leaye it by degrees, Soft! let us see: — 
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Write ‘‘ Lord have mercy on us”’ on those three; 

They are infected, in their hearts it lies; 

They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes: 

‘These lords are visited; you are not free, 

For the Lord’s tokens on you do I see. 
Prin. No, they are free that.gaye these tokens to us. 
Biron. Our states are forfeit: seek not to undo us. 
Ros. Itisnotso; for how can this be true, 

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue? 
Biron. Peace! for I will not have to do with you. 
Ros. Nor shall not, iff do as Lintend. 
Biren. Speak for yourselves: my wit is at an end. 
King. Teachus, sweet madam’, for our rude transgression 

Some fair excuse. 
Prin. The fairest is confession. 

Were you not here, but even now, disguis’d? 
iting. Madam, Iwas. 


Prin. And were you well advis’d? 
hing. Iwas, fair madam. 
Prin. When you then were here, 


What did you whisper in your lady’s ear? 
fing. That more than all the world I did respect her. 
Prin, When she shall challenge this, you will reject her. 
fing. Upon mine honour, no. 
Prin. Peace! peace! forbear: 
Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear. 
king. Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 
Prin. Iwill; and therefore keep it. — Rosaline, 
What did the Russian whisper in your ear? 
Ros. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me dear ; 
As precious eye-sight, and did value me 
Above this world; adding thereto, moreover, 
That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 
Prin. God give thee joy of him! the noble lord 
Most honourably doth uphold his word. 
Ring. What mean you, madam? by my life, my troth, 
I never swore this lady such an oath. 
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Ros. By heaven, you did; and to confirm it plain, 
You gaye me this: but take it, Sir, again. 

King. My faith, and this, the princess I did give: 
I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Prin. ‘ Pardon me, Sir, this jewel did she wear; 
And lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear. — 
What! will you haye me, or your pearl again? 

Biron. Neither of either; Iremit both twain. — 
I see the trick on ’t: — here was a consent, 
Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 
To dash it like a Christmas comedy. 
Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight zany, 
Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some Dick, 
That smiles his cheek in years, and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh when she’s dispos’d, 
Told our intents before; which once disclos’d, 
The ladies did change favours, and then we, 
Following the signs, woo’d but the sign of she. 
Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 
We are again forsworn — in will, and error. 
Much upon this it is: — and might not you [To Boxer. 
Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue? 
Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squire, 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye? 
And stand between her back, Sir, and the fire, 
Holding a trencher, jesting merrily? 

You put our page out: go, youare allow’d; 
Die when you will, a smock shall be your shroud. 
You leer upon me, do you? there’s an eye, 
Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boyet. Full merrily 


Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 
Biron. Lo, heis tilting straight! Peace! I have done, 
Enter CosvTarpD. 
Welcome, pure wit! thou partest a fair fray. 
Cost. OLord, Sir, they would know, 
Whether the three Worthies shall come in, or no. 
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Biron. What, are there but three? 


Cost. No, Sir; but itis vara fine, 
For every one pursents three. 
Biron. And three times thrice is nine. 


Cost. Notso, Sir; under correction, Sir, I hope, itis not so. 
You cannot beg us, Sir, I can assure you, Sir; we know what we 


know: | 
Thope, Sir, three times thrice, Sir, — | 
Biron. Is not nine. 
Cost. Under correction, Sir, we know whereuntil it doth 


amount. 

Biron. By Jove, L always took three threes for nine. 

Cost. OLord! Sir, it were pity you should get your living by 
reckoning, Sir. 

Biron. How much is it? 

Cost. OLord! Sir, the parties themselves, the actors, Sir, 
will show whereuntil it doth amount: for mine own part, Iam, as 
they say, but to perfect one man, — e’en one poor man — Pom- 
pion the great, Sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the Worthies? 

Cost. It pleased them, to think me worthy of Pompey the 
great: for mine own part, I know not the degree of the Worthy, 
but I am to stand for him. 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Cost. We will turn it finely off, Sir: we will take some care. 

[ Exit CosvaRv. 

King. Biron, they will shame us; let them not approach. 

Biron. Weare shame-proof, my lord; and ’t is some policy 
To have one show worse than the king’s and his company. 

_ King. say, they shall not come. 

Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o’er-rule you now. 
That sport best pleases, that doth least know how: 
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Die in the zeal of them which it presents , 

Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 
Biron. A right description of our sport, my lord. 
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Linter ARMADO. 
Arm, Anointed, limplore so much expense of thy royal sweet 
breath, as will utter a brace of words. 
[Armano converses with the Kine, and delivers a 
paper to him. 
Prin. Doththis man serve God? 
Biron. Why ask you? 
Prin. A’ speaks not like a man of God his making. 
Arm. That’sallone, my fair, sweet, honey monarch; for, 
I protest, the school-master is exceeding fantastical; too, too 
vain; too, too vain: but we will put it, as they say, to,fortuna 
della guerra. 1 wish you the peace of mind, most royal couple- 
ment! [ Exit ARMaADO. 
king. Here is like to be a good presence of Worthies. He 
presents Hector of Troy; the swain, Pompey the great; the parish 
curate, Alexander; Armado’s page, Hercules; the pedant, Judas 
Maccabeus. 
And if these four Worthies in their first show thrive, 
These four will change habits, and present the other five. 
Biron. There is five in the first show. 
Ring. You are deceived; ’t is not so. 
Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-priest, the fool, 
and the boy: — 
Abate throw at novum, and the whole world again, 
Cannot pick out five such, take each one in his vein. 
Ring. The ship is under sail, and here she comes amain. 


Enter Costanp armed, for Pompey. 
Cost.. ‘‘T Pompey am, —” 


Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 
Cost. ‘‘1 Pompey am, —” 
Boyet. With libbard’s head on knee. 


Biron. Well said, old mocker: Imust needs be friends with 
thee. 


Cost. ‘‘Y Pompey am, Pompey surnam’d the big, —’ 
Dum. The great. 

Cost. Itis great, Sir; — ‘‘ Pompey surnam’d the great; 
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That oft in field, with targe and shield, did make my fee to sweat: 

And travelling along this coast I here am come by chance, 

And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet lass of France.” 

If your ladyship would say, ‘‘Thanks, Pompey,” I had done. 
Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 
Cost. ’Tisnotso much worth; but, I hope, I was perfect. 

Imade a little faultin, ‘‘great.” 

Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves the best Worthy. 


Enter Sir Navuanten armed, for Alexander. 


Nath. <‘‘ When in the world Iliy’d, I was the world’s com- 
mander; 
By east, west, north, and south, I spread my conquering might: 
My ’scutcheon plain declares, that 1am Alisander.” 

Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not; for it stands too 

right. 

Biron. Your nose smells, no, in this, most tender-smelling 

knight. 

Prin. The conqueror is dismay’d. Proceed, good Alexander. 

Nath. ‘*Whenin the worldI liv'd, I was the world’s com- 

mander; —” 

Boyet. Most true; ‘tis right: you were so, Alisander. 

Biron. Pompey the great , — 

Cost. Your seryant, and Costard. 

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Alisander. 

Cost. O}! Sir, [Zo NaTH.] you have overthrown Alisander 
the conqueror. You will be scraped out of the painted cloth for 
this: your lion, that holds his poll-axe sitting on a close-stool, will 
be given to Ajax: he will be the ninth Worthy. A conqueror, and 
afeard to speak? run away for shame, Alisander. [NaTH. re- 
tires.| There, an’t shall please you: a foolish mild man; an 
honest man, look you, and soon dash’d! He is a marvellous good 
neighbour, faith, and a very good bowler; but, for Alisander, 
alas! you see, how ’t is; — a little o’erparted. — But there are 
Worthies a coming will speak their mind in some other sort. 

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey. 
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Enter HouoreRNes armed, for Judas, andMorn armed, for 
Hercules. 
Hol. ‘‘ Great Hercules is presented by this imp , 
Whose club kill’d Cerberus, that three-headed canis . 
And, when he was a babe, achild, a shrimp, 
Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus. 

Quoniam, he seemeth in minority, 

Ergo, I come with this apology. — 

Keep some State in thy exit, and vanish. [ Exit Morn. 
Hol. ‘*JadasT am,” — 
Dum. A Judas! 
Hol. Not Iscariot, Sir. — 

‘‘Judas Tam, yclep’d Maccabeus.” 
Dum. Judas Maccabeus clipt is plain Judas. 
Biron. A kissing traitor. — How art thou proy’d Judas? 
Hol. *‘*Judaslam,” — 
Dum. The more shame for you, Judas. 
Hol. _What mean you, Sir? 
Boyet. To make Judas hang himself. 
Hol.. Begin, Sir: you are my elder. 
Biron. Well follow’d: Judas was hang’d on an elder. 
Hol. Iwillnot be put out of countenance. 
Biron. Because thou hast no face. 
Hol. What is this? 
Boyet. A cittern head. 
Dum. The head of a bodkin. 
Biron. A death’s face in a ring. 
Long. The face of an old Roman coin, scarce seen. 
Boyet. The pummel of Cesar’s faulchion. 
Dum. The earv’d-bone face on a flask. 
Biron. St. George’s half-cheek in a brooch. 
Dum. Ay, and ina brooch of lead. 
Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer. 

And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance. 
Hol. You have put me out of countenance. 
Biron. False: we have given thee faces. 
Hol. But you have out-fac’d them all. 


1, oe enon ash aie 


Biron. 
Boyet. 


And so adieu, sweet Jude! nay, why dost thou stay? 


Dum. 
Biron. 


Hol. Thisis not generous, not gentle, not humble. 


Boyet. 


Prin. 


Biron. 
Dum. 
merry. 

King. 
Boyet. 
Ring. 
Long. 
Dum. 
Boyet. 
Biron. 
Dum. 
Arm. 


Gave Hector a gift, —” 


Dum. 
Biron. 
Long. 
Dum. 
Arm. 


‘The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty , 
Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Ilion; 

A manso breath’d, that certain he would fight, yea, 
From morn till night, out of his pavilion. 

Tam that flower, —” 


Dum. 
Long. 
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An thou wert a lion, we would do so. 
Therefore, as he is anass, let him go. 


For the latter end of his name. 
For the ass to the Jude? give it him: — Jud-as, 
away. 


A light for monsieur Judas! it grows dark, he may 
stumble. 
Alas, poor Maccabeus, how hath he been baited! 


Enter Anmapvo armed, for Heclor. 


Hide thy head, Achilles: here comes Hector in arms. 
Though my mocks come home by me, I will now be 


Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this. 
But is this Hector? 
I think Hector was not so cleaa-timber’d. 
His leg is too big for Hector’s. > 
More calf, certain. 
No; he is best indued in the small. 
This cannot be Hector. 
He’s a god ora painter; for he makes faces. 
‘‘The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty, 


A gift nutmeg. 

A lemon. 

Stuck with cloyes. 
No, cloyen. 
Peace! 


That mint. 
That columbine. 
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Arm. Sweet lord Longayille, rein thy tongue. 

Long. I must rather give it the rein, for it runs against 
Hector. 

Dum. Ay, and Hector’sa greyhound. 

Arm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten: sweet chucks, 
beat not the bones of the buried: when he breathed, he was a 
man. — But I will forward with my device. Sweet royalty, 
bestow on me the sense of hearing. [Brron whispers COSYARD. 

Prin. Speak, brave Hector: we are much delighted. 

Arm. Ido adore thy sweet grace’s slipper. 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 

Dum. He may not by the yard. 

Arm. ‘‘This Hector far surmounted Hannibal ,— 


Cost. The party is gone: fellow Hector, she is gone; she is 
two months on her way. 


Arm. What meanest thou? 


Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan, the poor 
wench is cast away: she ’s quick; the child brags in her belly 
already: ’tis yours. 

Arms. 
shalt die. 


Cost. Then shall Hector be whipp’d for Jaquenetta that is 
quick by him, and hang’d for Pompey that is dead by him. 
Dum. Most rare Pompey ! 


Boyet. Renowned Pompey! 

Biron. Greater than great, great, 
Pompey the huge! 

Dum. Hector trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is moved. — More Ates , more Ates! stir 
them on! stir them on! 

Dum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if a’ ‘have no more man’s blood in ’s belly than 
will sup a flea. 

Arm. By the north pole, Ido challenge thee. 

Cost. I will not fight witha pole, like a nothern man: I’Il 


slash; I'll do it by the sword. —I pray you, let me borrow my 
arms again. 


Dost thou infamonize me among potentates? Thou 


great, great Pompey! 
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Dum. Room for the incensed Worthies! 

Cost. I’ll do itin my shirt. 

Dum. Most resolute Pompey! 

Moth. Master, let me take you a button-hole lower. 
Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for the combat? 
What mean you? you will lose your reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me; I will not 
combat in my shirt. . 

Dum. You may not deny it: Pompey hath made the chal- 
lenge. 

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Biron. What reason have you for ’t? 

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt. I go wool- 
ward for penance. 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoin’d him in Rome for want of 
linen; since when, I’ll be sworn, he wore none, but a dish- 
clout of Jaquenetta’s ,, and that a’ wears next his heart for a fayour. 


Enter Monsieur Mercave, a Messenger. 


Mer. God save you, madam. 
Prin. Welcome, Mercade, 
But that thou interrupt’st our merriment. 
Mer. lam sorry, madam, forthe news I bring 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father — 
Prin. Dead, for my life! 
Mer. Evenso: my tale is told. 
Biron. Worthies, away! The scene begins to cloud. © 
Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free breath. Ihave seen 
the day of wrong through the little hole of discretion, and I will 
right myself like a soldier. [Exeunt Worthies. 
Ring. How fares your majesty? 
Prin. Boyet, prepare: I will away to-night. 
King. Madam, notso; I do beseech you, stay. 
Prin. Prepare, Isay. —I thank you, gracious lords, 
For all your fair endeavours; and entreat, 
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom to excuse, or hide, 
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The liberal opposition of our spirits : 
If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. Farewell, worthy lord! 
A heavy heart bears not a humble tongue. 
Excuse meso, coming too short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain’d. 
King. The extreme parts of time extremely form 
All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 
And often, at his very loose, decides 
That which long process could not arbitrate: 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love 
The holy suit which fain it would convince; 
Yet, since love’s argument was first on foot, 
Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it 
From what it purpos’d; since, to wail friends lost 
Is not by much so wholesome, profitable, 
As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 
Prin. Tunderstand you not: my griefs are double. 
Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of grief; 
And by these badges understand the king. 
For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 
Play’d foul play with our oaths: your beauty, ladies, 
Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our humours 
Even to the opposed end of our intents; 
And what in us hath seem’d ridiculous, — 
As love is full of unbefitting strains ; 
All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain; 
Form’d by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye, 
Full of straying shapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in subjects, as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance: 
Which party-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes, 
Have misbecome our oaths and gravities, 
Those heavenly eyes, that Jook into these faults, 
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Suggested us tomake. Therefore, ladies, 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours: we to ourselves prove false, 
By being once false for ever to be true 
To those that make us both, — fair ladies, you: 
And even that falsehood, in itself a sin, 
Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 
Prin. We have receiy'd your letters full of love ; 
Your favours, the ambassadors of love; 
And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy, 
As bombast, and as lining to the time. 
But more devout than this, in our respects 
Have we not been; and therefore met your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment. 
Dum. Our letters, madam, show’d much more than jest. 
Long. So did our looks. 
Ros. We did not quote them so. 
Ring. Now, at the latest minute of the hour, 
Grant us your loves. 
Prin. Atime, methinks, too short 
To make a world-without-end bargain in. 
No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur’d much, 
Full of dear guiltiness; and therefore this. — 
If for my love (as there is no such cause) 
You will do aught, this shall you do for me- 
Your oath I will not trust; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage , 
Remote from all the pleasures of the world; 
There stay, until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. 
If this austere insociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 
If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds, 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 
But that it bear this trial, and last love; 
Then, at the expiration of the year, 
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Come challenge me, challenge me by these deserts, 
And by this virgin palm, now kissing thine, 

I willbe thine; and, till thatinstance, shut 

My woful self up in a mourning house, 

Raining the tears of lamentation, 

For the remembrance of my father’s death, 

If this thou do deny, Jet our hands part, 

Neither intitled in the other’s heart. 

Ring. If this, or more than this, I would deny, 
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest, 
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye. 
Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast. 
Biron. And what tome, my love? and what to me? 
ftos. You must be purged too, your sins are rank: 

You are attaint with faults and perjury; 

Therefore, if you my favour mean to get, 

A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest ; 

But seek the weary beds of people sick. 

Dum. But what tome, my love? but what to me? 
Cath. A wife! —A beard, fair health, and honesty; 

With three-fold love I wish you all these three. 

Dum. O} shallI say, Ithank you, gentle wife? 
Cath. Notso, mylord. A twelyemonth and a day 

I'll mark no words that smooth-fac'd wooers say: 

Come when the king doth to my lady come, 

Then, if I have much love, 1’ll give you some. . 
Dum. I'll serve thee true and faithfully till then. 
Cath. Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn again. 
Long. What says Maria? 

Mar. At the twelyemonth’s end, 

I'll change my black gown for a faithful friend. 

Long. I'll stay with patience; but the time is long. 
Mar. Theliker you: few taller are so young. 
Biron. Studies my lady? mistress look on me. 

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 

What humble suit attends thy answer there; 

Impose some service on me for thy love. 
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Ros. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron, 
Before I saw you, and the world’s large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks; 

Full of comparisons and wounding flouts, 
Which you on all estates will execute, 
That lie within the mercy of your wit: 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain, 
And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, 
Without the which I am not to be won, 
You shall this twelyemonth term, from day to day, 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches; and your task shall be, 
With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, 
To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 
Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of death? 
Tt cannot be; itis impossible: 
Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 
fios. Why, that’s the way to choke a gibing spirit, 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace, 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools. 
A jest’s prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it: then, if sickly ears, 
Deaf’d with the clamours of their own dear groans, 
Will hear your idle scorns, continue then, 
And I will have you, and-that fault withal; 
But, if they will not, throw away that spirit, 
And I shall find you empty of that fault, 
Right joyful of your reformation. 
Biron. A twelvemonth? well, befal what will befal, 
I ‘Il jest a twelyemonth in a hospital. 
Prin. Ay, sweet, my lord; and so I take my leave. 
[To the Kine. 
King. No, madam; we will bring you on your way. 
Biron. ‘Our wooing doth not end like an old play; 
Jack hath not Jill: these ladies’ courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 
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King. Come, Sir, it wants a twelyemonth and a day. 
And then ’t will end. 
Biron. That ’s too long for a play. 


Enter ARMADO. 


Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me, — 

Prin. Was not that Hector? 

Dum. The worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. J will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave. I ama 
votary: I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold the plough for her sweet 
Jove three years. But, most esteemed greatness, will you hear 
the dialogue that the two learned men have compiled in praise of 
the owl and the cuckoo? it should have followed in the end of 
our show. 

King. Call them forth quickly; we will do so. 

Arm. Holla! approach. 


Enter HoLoFerneS, NATHANIEL, Morn, Cosrarp, and 
others. 
This side is Hiems, winter; this Ver, the spring; the one 
maintained by the owl, the other by the cuckoo. Ver, begin. 


SONG. 


Spring. When daisies pied, and violets blue, 
And lady-smocks all silver-white , 
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue, 
Do paint the meadows with delight , 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he; 
Cuckoo, 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O word of fear! 
Unpleasing to a married ear. 
ay; 
When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 
And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks, 
When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws , 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks , 


288 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST, 


The cuckoo then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men , for thus sings he ; 
Cuckoo, 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O word of fear! 
Unpleasing to a married ear. 


Hil. 
Winter. When icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail., 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 
When blood is nipp'd, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-who , 

Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note , 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 


La 
When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw , 
And birds sit brooding in the snow , 

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw; 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl, 
Then nighily sings the staring owl, 

To-who , 
Tu-whit, to-who, amerry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 


Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after the songs of 
Apollo. You, that way: we, this way. [Eaeunt. 


DRAMATIS 


THESEUS, Duke of Athens. 

EGEUS ; Father to Hermia. 

LYSANDER, ! in love with Her- 

DEMETRIUS, mia. 

PHILOSTRATE, Master of the Re- 
vels to Theseus. 

QUINCE, a Carpenter. 

SNUG, a Joiner. 

BOTTOM, a Weaver. 

FLUTE, a Bellows-mender. 

SNOUT, a Tinker. 

STARVELING, a Tailor. 

HIPPOLYTA, Queen of the Ama- 
zons. 

HERMIA, in love with Lysander. 

HELENA, in love with Demetrius. 
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PERSON. 


OBERON, King of the Fairies. 
TITANIA, Queen of the Fairies. 
PUCK, or Robin-Goodfellow. 
PEAS-BLOSSOM, 
COBWEB , 
MOTH, 
MUSTARD-SEED, 
PYRAMUS, 
THISBE, 

WALL, 
MOONSHINE, 
LION, 


Fairies. 


Characters in 
the Interlude. 


Other Fairies attending their King and Queen. 
Attendants on Theseus and Hippolyta. 
SCENE, Athens, and a Wood not far from it. 


ACT I. 
Athens. 


SCENE I: 


A Room in the Palace of TugEseus. 


Enter Tueseus, Hiprotyra, Purnosrratre, and Attendants, 


The. 


Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 


Draws on apace: four happy days bring in 
Another moon; but, oh, methinks, how slow 


This old moon wanes! she lingers my desires , 
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Like to a step-dame, ora dowager, 
Long withering out a young man’s revenue. 

Hip. ¥our days will quickly steep themselyes in nights ; 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time; 
And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
Now bent in heayen, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

The. Go, Philostrate, 
Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments; 
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth: 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals , 
The pale companion is not for our pomp. — 

[Eavit PuitosTratE,. 

Hippolyta, I woo’d thee with my sword ; 
And won thy love doing thee injuries; 
But I will wed thee in another key, 
With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 


Enter Eceus, with his daughter Herma, Lysanper, and 
DeEMETRIUS. 

Ege. Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke! 
The. Thanks, good Egeus. what’s the news with thee? 
Ege. Full of vexation come I, with complaint 

Against my child, my daughter Hermia. — 

Stand forth, Demetrius. — My noble lord, 

This man hath my consent to marry her. — 

Stand forth, Lysander; — and, my gracious duke, 

This man hath bewitch’d the bosom of my child: 

Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes, 

And interchang’d love-tokens with my child: 

Thou hast by moon-light at her window sung, 

With feigning voice, verses of feigning loye; 

And stol’n the impression of her fantasy 

With bracelets-of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits, 

Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweet-meats (messengers 

Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth, ) 

With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter’s heart; 
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Turn’d her obedience, which is due to me, 
To stubborn harshness. — And, my gracious duke, 
Be itso, she will not here, before your grace, 
Consent to marry with Demetrius , 
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens, 
As she is mine, I may dispose of her, 
Which shall be either to this gentleman, 
Or to her death, according to our law 
Immediately provided in that case. 
The. What say you, Hermia? be advis’d, fair maid. 
To you your father should be as a god; 
One that compos’d your beauties; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax, 
By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 
Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 
Her. So is Lysander. 
The. In himself he is; 
But, in this kind, wanting your father’s voice, 
The other must be held the worthier. 
Her. would, my father look’d but with my eyes! 
The. Rather, your eyes must with his judgment look. 
Her. Ido entreat your grace to pardon me. 
I know not by what power Iam made bold, 
Nor how it may concern my modesty, 
In such a presence here, to plead my thoughts; 
But I beseech your grace, that I may know 
The worst that may befal me in this case, 
If IL refuse to wed Demetrius. 
The. Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 
Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires; 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice, 
You can endure the livery of a nun, 
For aye to be in shady cloister mew'd, 
To.live a barren sister all your life, 


4, MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 

Thrice blessed they, that master so their blood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage ; 

But earthly happier is the rose distill’d 5 

Than that which, withering on the Virgin thorn, 

Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness. 
Her. So willl grow, so live, so die, my lord, 

Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 

Unto his lordship, to whose unwish’d yoke 

My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 


The. Take time to pause: and by the next new moon, 
The sealing-day betwixt my love and me 
For everlasting bond of fellowship, 
Upon that day either prepare to die, 
For disobedience to your father’s will, 
Or else to wed Demetrius , as he would; 
Or on Diana’s altar to protest, 
For aye, austerity and single life. 


Dem. Relent, sweet Hermia; — and, Lysander, yield 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. 
Lys. You have her father’s Jove, Demetrius; 
Let me have Hermia’s: do you marry him. 
Ege. Scornful Lysander! true, he hath my love, 
And what is mine my love shall render him 3 
And she is mine, and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 


Lys. Yam, my lord, as well deriv’d as he j 
As well possess’d; my love is more than his; 
My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d, 
(if not with vantage ,) as Demetrius’; 
And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 
Iam beloy’d of beauteous Hermia. 
Why should not I then prosecute my right? 
Demetrius, I'll ayouch it to his head, 
Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena, 
And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, dotes, 


aT ees Ta eae 
it a Np at ey “ke has 
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Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, 
Upon this spotted and inconstant man. 

The. must confess, that I have heard so much, 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof; 
But, being over-full of self-affairs, 

My mind did lose it- — But, Demetrius, come; 

And come, Egeus: you shall go with me, 

I have some private schooling for you both. — 

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 

To fit your fancies to your father’s will, 

Or else the law of Athens yields you up 

(Which by no means we may extenuate) 

To death, or toa vow of single life. — 

Come, my Hippolita: what cheer, my love? — 

Demetrius; and Egeus, go along: 

I must employ you in some business 

Against our nuptial, and confer with you 

Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 
Ege. With duty, and desire, we follow you. 

[Exeunt Tues. Hie. Ece. Den. and tratne 

Lys. Hownow, my love? Why is your cheek so pale? 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast? 

Her. Belike, for want ofrain, whichT could well 
Beteem them from the tempest of mine eyes. 

Lys. Ahme! for aught that I could ever read, 

Could ever hear by tale or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth; 

But, either it was different in blood, — 
Her. Ocross! too high to be enthrall'd to low! 
Lys. Or else misgraffed , in respect of years; — 
Her. O spite! too old to be engag‘d to young! 
Lys. Or else it stood upon the choice of friends: — 
Her. © hell! to choose love by another's eyes! 
Lys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it, 

Making it momentany as a sound, 
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Swift as ashadow, short as any dream; 
Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That, ina spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say, — behold! 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up: 
So quick bright things come to confusion. 
Her. If, then, true lovers haye been ever cross’d 
It stands as an edict in destiny: 
Then, Jet us teach our trial patience, 
Because it is a customary cross, 
As due to love as thoughts, and dreams, and sighs, 
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy’s followers. 
Lys. A good persuasion: therefore, hear me , Hermia. 
a Ihave a widow aunt, a dowager 
a hl Of great revenue, and she hath no child: 
bere From Athens is her house remote seyen leagues; 
es And she respects me as her only son. 
ne There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee, 
And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us. If thou loy’st me, then, 
Steal forth thy father’s house to-morrow night, 
Yh And in the wood, a league without the town, 
Hi i hd | (Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 


a To do observance to a morn of May) 
ait There will I stay for thee. 
aia! Her. My good Lysander! 


I swear to thee by Cupid’s strongest bow, 
in By his best arrow with the golden head , 
Raa By the simplicity of Venus’ doves, 
rae! | By that which knitteth souls, and prospers loves, 
And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage queen, 
Hes hi When the false Trojan under sail was seen; 

Bia) By all the vows that ever men have broke ; 
RG In number more than ever women spoke; 
aaa In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. : 

Lys. Keep promise, love. Look, here comes Helena. 
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Enter HELENA. 
Her. God speed fair Helena! Whither away? 
Hel. Call you me fair? that fair again unsay. 
Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair! 
Your eyes are lode-stars, and your tongue’s sweet air 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s ear, 
When wheat.is green, when hawthorn buds appear. 
Sickness is catching; O, were favour so! 
Your wordsI catch, fair Hermia; ereI go, 
My ear should catch your yoice, my eye your eye, 
My tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet melody.’ 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The rest Ill give to be to you translated. 
QO! teach me how you look, and with what art 
You sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart. 
Her. Jfrownuponhim, yet he loves me still. 
Hel. O, that your frowns would teach my smiles such skill! 
Her. Igive him curses, yet he gives me love. 
Hel. O, that my prayers could such affection move! 
Her. The moreI hate, the more he follows me. 
Hel. The morelI love, the more he hateth me. 
Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 
Hel. None, but your beauty: would that fault were mine! 
Her. Take comfort: he no more shall see my face; 
Lysander and myself will fly this place. — 
Before the time I did Lysander see, 
Seem’d Athens as a paradise to me: 
O then, what graces in my love do dwell, 
That he hath turn’d a heayen into hell! 
Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold. 
To-morrow night when Phebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the wat’ry glass, 
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass, 
(A time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal, ) 
Through Athens’ gates have we devis’d to steal. 
Her. Andinthe wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie, 
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Emptying our bosoms of their counsel swell’d, 

There my Lysander and myself shall meet; 

And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes, 

To seek new friends and strange companions. 

Farewell, sweet playfellow: pray thou for us, 

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! — 

Keep word, Lysander: we must starve our sight ° 

From lovers’ food, till morrow deep midnight. [Ezvit Herm. 


Lys. Iwill, my Hermia. — Helena, adieu: 
As you on him, Demetrius dote on you! [Exit Lys. 


Hel. Howhappy some, o’er other some can be! 
Through Athens I am thought as fair as she; 


‘ But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so; 


He will not know what all but he do know; 

And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes, 
Sol, admiring of his qualities. 

Things base and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love can transpose to form and dignity. 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind, 
And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind: 
Nor hath loye’s mind of any judgment tastes . 
Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 
And therefore is love said to be a child, 
Because in choice he is so oft beguil’d. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, 
So the boy love is perjur’d every where; 

For ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne, 
He hail’d down oaths that he was only mine; 
And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt, 
So he dissoly’d, and showers of oaths did melt. 
I will go tell him of fair Hermia’s flight; 

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night, 
Pursue her; and for this intelligence 
IfI have thanks, it is a dear expense: 
But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 
To have his sight thither,. and back again. 
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SCENE II. 
The Same. A Room in a Cottage. 


Enter Quince, Snuc, Borrom, Fiure, Snout, and 
STARVELING. 

Quin. Isallour company here? — 

Bot. You were best to call them generally, man by man, ac- 
cording to the scrip. 

Qun. Here is the scroll of every man’s name, which is 
thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our interlude before 
the duke and duchess on his wedding-day at night. 

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the play treats on; 
then read the names of the actors, and so grow to a point. 

Quin. Marry, our play is — The most lamentable comedy, 
and most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby. 

Bot. Avery good piece of work, I assure you, and a merry. 
— Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your actors by the scroll. 
Masters, spread yourselves. 

Quin. Answer, asJ call you. — Nick Bottom, the weaver. 

Bot. Ready. Name what parti am for, and proceed. 

Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus. 

Bot. What is Pyramus? a lover, ora tyrant? 

Quin. Allover, that kills himself most gallant for love. 

Bot. That will ask some tears in the true performing of it: if 
Ido it, let the audience look to their eyes; I will move storms ; I 
will condole in some measure. To the rest: — yet my chief 
humour is for a tyrant: I could play Ercles rarely, or a part to 
tear acatin, to make all split. 

‘<The raging rocks, 

‘¢ And shivering shocks , 

‘¢Shall break the locks 

‘‘Of prison-gates : 

‘¢ And Phibbus’ car 

‘Shall shine from far, 

«¢And make and mar 
‘The foolish fates.” 
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This was lofty! — Now name the rest of the players. — This is 
Ercles’ yein, a tyrant’s vein; a lover is more condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

Flu. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. You must take Thisby on you. 

Flu. What is Thisby? a wandering knight? 

Quin. Itis the lady that Pyramus must love. 

Fiu.. Nay, faith, let me not play a woman: I have a beard 
coming. 

Quin. That’sallone. You shall play itina mask, and you 
may speak as small as you will. 

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play Thisby too. I’Il 
speak in a monstrous little voice: — ‘“Thisne, Thisne — Ah, 
Pyramus, my lover dear! thy Thisby dear, and lady dear!” 

Quin. No, no; you must play Pyramus, and, Flute, you 
Thisby. 

Bot. Well, proceed. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, the tailor. 

Star. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby’s mother. — 
Tom Snout, the tinker, 

Snout. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. You, Pyramus’s father; myself, Thisby’s father. — 
Snug, the joiner, you, the lion’s part; — and, I hope, here is 
a play fitted. 

Snug. Have you the lion’s part written? pray you, if it be, 
give it me, for lam slow of study. 

Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but roaring. 

Bot. Let me play the lion too. I will roar, that I will do any 
man’s heart good to hear me: I will roar, that I will make the duke 
Say, “‘Let him roar again: let him roar again.” 

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you would fright the 
duchess and the ladies, that they would shriek; and that were 
enough to hang us all. 

All. That would hang us, every mother’s son. 

Bot. Igrant you, friends, if that you should fright the ladies 
out of their wits, they would haye no more discretion but to hang 


300 


MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


_ us, but I will aggravate my voice so, that I will roar you as gently 
as any sucking dove: I will roar you an ’t were any nightingale. 

Quin. You can play no part but Pyramus; for Pyramus is a 
sweet-faced man; a proper man, as one shall see ina summer's 
day, a most lovely, gentlemanlike man; therefore, you must 
needs play Pyramus. 

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were I best to 
play itin? 

Quin. Why, what you will. 

Bot. 1 will discharge it in either your straw-colour beard, 
your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-grain beard, or your 
French-crown-colour beard, your perfect yellow. 

Quin. Some of your French crowns have no hair at all, and 
then you will play bare-faced. — But masters , here are your parts ; 
and I am to entreat you, request you, and desire you, to con 
them by to-morrow night, and meet me in the palace wood, a 
mile without the town, by moon-light: there will we rehearse; 
for if we meet in the city, we shall be dog’d with company, and 
our devices known. In the mean time I will draw a bill of proper- 
ties, such as our play wants. Ipray you, fail me not. 

Bot. We will meet; and there we may rehearse more ob- 
scenely, and courageously. Take pains; be perfect; adieu. 

Quin. Atthe duke’s oak we meet. 

Bot. Enough, hold, or cut bow-strings. [ Exeunt. 


ACT Ill. SCENE I. 
A Wood near Athens. 


Enter a Fairy and Pucx from opposite sides. 


Puck. Wow now, spirit! whither wander you? 
Fai. Overhill, over dale, 
Thorough bush, thorough brier, 
Over park, over pale, 
Thorough flood, thorough fire, 
I do wander every where, 
Swifter than the moon’s sphere; 
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And I serve the fairy queen, 
To dew her orbs upon the green: 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be; 
In their gold coats spots you see. 
Those be rubies, fairy favours , 
In those freckles live their sayours : 
I must go seek some dew-drops here, 
And hang a pearl in eyery cowslip’s ear. 
Farewell, thou lob of spirits: I’lkbe gone. 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 
Puck. The king doth keep his reyels here to-night. 
Take heed, the queen come not within his sight; 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 
Because that she, as her attendant, hath ‘ 
A lovely boy, stol’n from an Indian king: 
She never had so sweet a changeling; 
And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild; 
But she, perforce, withholds the loved boy, 
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy: 
And now they never meet in grove, or green, 
By fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen, 
But they do square; that all their elves, for fear, 
Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there. 
Fai. Either I mistake your shape and making quite, 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite, 
Call’d Robin Good-fellow. Are you not he, 
That frights the maidens of the villagery; 
Skims milk, and sometimes labours in the quern, ; 
And bootless makes the breathless housewife churn; 
And sometime makes the drink to bear no barm; 
Misleads night-wanderers, laughing at their harm? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 
You do their work, and they shall have good luck. 
Are not you he? 
Puck. Thou speak’st aright; 
Tam that merry wanderer of the night. 


\ 


MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


I jest to Oberon, and make him smile, 
When £ a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 
Neighing in likeness of a filly foal: 
And sometime lurk Lin a gossip’s bowl, 
In very likeness of a roasted, crab ; 
And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob, 
And on her wither’d dew-lap pour the ale. 
The wisest aunt telling the saddest tale, 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me; 
Then slip Ifrom her bum, down topples she, 
And ‘“‘tailor” cries, and falls into a cough; 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, and laugh, 
And waxen in tneir mirth, and neeze, and swear 
A merrier hour was neyer wasted there. — 
But room, Fairy: here comes Oberon. 
Fai. And here my mistress. — Would that he were gone! 


Enter OsEron, from one side, with his train, and Trranta, 
from the other, with hers. 


Obe. Ill met by moon-light, proud Titania. 
%ta. What, jealous Oberon! Fairy, skip hence: 
I have forsworn his bed and company. 
Obe. Tarry, rash wanton. Am not I thy lord? 
Tita. Then, I must be thy lady; but Il know 
When thou hast stol’n away from fairy land, 
And in the shape of Corin sat all day, 
Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love 
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here, 
Come from the farthest steep of India, 
But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 
Your buskin’d mistress and your warrior love, 
To Theseus must be wedded? and you come 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 
Obe. How canst thouthus, forshame, Titania, 
Glance at my credit with Hippolyta, 
Knowing I know thy love to Theseus? 
Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night 
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From Perigenia, whom he rayished? 

And make him with fair Atglé break his faith : 
With Ariadne, and Antiopa? 

ftta. These are the forgeries of jealousy: 

And neyer, since the middle summer’s spring, 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 
By paved fountain, or by rushy brook, 

Or on the beached margin of the sea, 

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 
But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our sport. 
Therefore the winds , Piping to us in vain, 

As in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea 
Contagious fogs; which falling in the land, 

Have every pelting river. made so proud, 

That they have overborne their continents: 

The ox hath therefore stretch’d his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman lost his sweat: and the green corn 
Hath rotted, ere his youth.attain’d a beard: 

The fold stands empty in the drowned field, 

And crows are fatted with the murrain flock : 

The nine men’s morris is fill’d up with mud; 

And the quaint mazes in the wanton green, 

For Jack of tread are undistinguishable: 

The human mortals want their winter here: 

No night is now with hymn or carol blest ; 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 

Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 

That rheumatic diseases do abound: 

And thorough this distemperature, we see 

The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose; 
And on old Hyem’s chin, and icy crown, 

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, asin mockery, set. The spring, the summer, 
The childing autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries; and the ’mazed world, 
By their increase, now knows not which is which. 
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And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension: 
We are their parents and original. 
Obe. Do youamendit then; it lies in you. 
Why should Titania cross her Oberon? 
I do but beg a little changeling boy, 
To be my henchman. 
Tita. Set your heart at rest: 
The fairy land buys not the child of me. 
His mother was a votaress of my order: 
And, inthe spiced Indian air, by night, 
Full often hath she gossip’d by my side, 
And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands, 
Marking th’ embarked traders on the flood; 
When we have laugh’d to see the sails conceive, 
And grow big-bellied, with the wanton wind ; 
Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait 
Following, (her womb, then rich with my young squire) 
Would imitate, and sail upon the land, 
To fetch me trifles, and return again, 
As from a voyage, rich with merchandize. 
But she, being mortal, of that boy did die; 
And for her sake I do rear up her boy, 
And for her sake I will not part with him. 
Obe. How long within this wood intend you stay? 
Tita. Perchance, till after Theseus’ wedding-day. 
If you will patiently dance in our round, 
And see our moonlight revels, go with us; 
If not, shun me, andI will spare your haunts. 
Obe. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 
Tita. Not for thy fairy kingdom. — Fairies, away! 
We shall chide downright, if I longer stay. 


[ Hatt Trranta, with her train. 


Obe. Well, go thy way: thou shat not from this grove, 


Till I torment thee for this injury. — 
My gentle Puck, come hither: thou remember'st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 
I. 
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And heard a mermaid on a dolphin’s back 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 
That the rude sea grew civil at her song, 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres, 
To hear the sea-maid’s music. 

Puck. I remember. 

Obe. That very time I saw-(but thou could’st not), 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid all arm’d: a certain aim he took 
Ata fair vestal throned by the west, 

And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts: 
But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the wat’ry moon, 
And the imperial votaress passed on, 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 

Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell: 

It fell upon a little western flower, 

Before milk-white, now purple with love’s wound, 
And maidens call it, loye-in-idleness. 

Fetch me that flower; the herb I show’d thee once: 
The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid, 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 

Upon the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me this herb; and be thou here again, 


Ere the leviathan can swim a league. : 
Puck. I'll puta girdle round about the earth 

In forty minutes. [ Exit Puck. 
Obe. Having once this juice, 


Ill watch Titania when she is asleep , 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes: 
The next thing then she waking looks upon, 
(Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull, 
On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,) 
She shall pursue it with the soul of love; 
And ere I take this charm off from her sight, 
(As I can take it with another herb) 
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Ill make her render up her page to me. 
But who comes here? Iam invisible, 
And I will over-hear their conference. 


Enter Demetrius, Hevens following him. 


Dem. Ilove thee not, therefore pursue me not. 
Where is Lysander, and fair Hermia? 
The oneIlislay, the other slayeth me. 
Thou told’st me they were stol’n into this wood, 
And here am I, and wood within this wood, 
Because I cannot meet my Hermia. 
Hence! get thee gone, and follow me no more, 
Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant; 
But yet you draw notiron, for my heart 
Is true as steel: leave you your power to draw, 
And I shall have no power to follow you. 
Dem. Dolentice you? DoI speak you fair? 
Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth 
Tell you I do not, nor.I cannot love you? 
Hel. And even for that do I love you the more. 
Tam your spaniel; and, Demetrius, 
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you: 
Use me but as your spaniel, spurt me, strike me, 
Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave, 
Unworthy as Iam, to follow you. 
What worser place can I beg in your love, 
(And yet a place of high respect with me, ) 
Than to be used as you use your dog? 
Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit, 
For I am sick when I do look on thee. 
Hel. AndIJam sick when I Jook not on you. 
Dem. You do impeach your modesty too much, 
To leave the city, and commit yourself 
Into the hands of one that loves you not; 
To trust the opportunity of night, 
And the ill counsel of a desert place, 
With the rich worth of your virginity. 
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Hel. Your virtue is my privilege for that. 
It is not night, when I do see your face, 
Therefore I think I am not in the night; 

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company, 
For you, in my respect, are all the world. 
Then how can it be said, Iam alone, 
When all the world is here to look on me? 

Dem. I’llrun from thee, and hide me in the brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts. 

Hel. The wildest hath not such a heart as you. 
Run when you will, the story shall be chang’d; 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase: 

The dove pursues the griffin; the mild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger. Bootless speed! 
When cowardice pursues, and valour flies. 

Dem. Iwill not stay thy questions: let me go; 
Or, if thou follow me, do not believe 
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood. 

Hel. Ay, inthe temple, in the town, the field, 
You do me mischief.. Fie, Demetrius! 

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex: 

We cannot fight for love, as men may do; 

We should be woo’d, and were not made to woo. 
I'll follow thee, and make a heaven of hell, 

To die upon the hand I love so well. [Exeunt Dem. and Hex. 

Obe. Fare thee well, nymph: ere he do leave this groye, 
Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love. — 


Re-enter Puck. 


Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer. 
Puck. Ay, there itis. 

 Obe. _ Ipray thee, give it me. 
I know a bank where the wild thyme blows, 
Where ox-lips, and the nodding violet grows; 
Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine z 
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine: 
There sleeps Titania, some time of the night, 
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Lull’d in these flowers with dances and delight; 

And there the snake throws her enamell’d skin, 

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in: 

And with the juice of this Ill streak her eyes, 

And make her full of hateful fantasies. 

Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove: 

A sweet Athenian lady is in love 

With a disdainful youth: anoint his eyes ; 

But do it, when the next thing he espies 

May be the lady. Thou shalt know the man 

By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

Effect it with some care, that he may prove 

More fond on her, than she upon her love. 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 
Puck. Fear not, my Jord: your servant shall do so. 


[Exeunt. 
SCENE II. 
Another part of the Wood. 


Enter T1TAntA, with her train. 
Tita. Come, now a roundel, and a fairy song; 

Then, for the third part of a minute, hence: 
Some, to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds; 
Some war with rear-mice for their leathern wings , 
To make my small elyes coats; and some keep back 
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep; 
Then to your offices, and Jet me rest. 


FAIRIES’ SONG. 
1 Fai. You spotted snakes, with double tongue, 
Thorny hedge-hogs, be not seen, 
Newts, and blind-worms , dono wrong; 
Come not near our fairy queen: 
CHORUS. 
Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in our sweet lullaby ; 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby: 
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Never harm, 
Nor spell nor charm, 
Come our lovely lady nigh; 
So, good night, with lullaby. 
II. 
2 Fai. Weaving spiders, come not here; 
Hence , you long-legg’d spinners , hence: 
Beetles black, approach not near ; 
Worm, nor snail, do no offence. 


CHORUS. 
Philomel, with melody, &c. 
2 Fai. Hence, away! now allis well. 
One, aloof, stand sentinel. 
[Exeunt Fairies. Titania sleeps. 


Enter OBEron. 
Obe. What thou seest, when thou dost wake, 

[ Squeexes the flower on Tiranta’s eye-lids. 
Do it for thy true love take; 
Love, and languish for his sake: 
Be itounce, or cat, or bear, 
Pard, or boar with bristled hair, 
In thy eye that shall appear 
When thou wak’st, it is thy dear. 
‘Wake when some vile thing is near. — [Exit. 


Enter LYSanDER and Hermta. 
Lys. Fairlove, you faint with wandering in the wood; 
And to speak troth, I have forgot our way- 
We 'llrestus, Hermia, if you think it good, 
And tarry for the comfort of the day. 
Her. Beitso, Lysander; find you out a bed, 
For I upon this bank will rest my head. 
Lys. One turf shall serve as pillow for us both: 
One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth. 
Her, Nay, good Lysander; for my sake, my dear, 
Lie further off yet: do not lie so near. 
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Lys. O, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence; 
Love takes the meaning in love’s conference. 
Imean, that my heart unto yours is knit, 

So that but one heart we can make of it: 
Two bosoms interchained with an oath; 

So then, two bosoms, anda single troth. 
Then, by your side no bed-room me deny, 
For, lyingso, Hermia, I do not lie. 

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily. 

Now much beshrew my manners and my pride, 
If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied. 

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 

Lie further off; in human modesty 

Such separation as may well be said 

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid: 

So far be distant; and good night, sweet friend. 
Thy love ne’er alter till thy sweet life end! 

Lys. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say hi 

And then end life, when I end loyalty! 
Here is my bed: sleep give thee all his rest! 
Her. With half that wish the wisher’s eyes be press’d! 
[They sleep. 
Enter Puck. 
Puck. Through the forest have I gone, 
But Athenian found I none, 
On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower’s force in stirring love. 
Night and silence! who is here? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear: 
This is he, my master said, 
Despised the Athenian maid; 
And here the maiden, sleeping sound 
On the dank and dirty ground. 
Pretty soul! she durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy. 
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charm doth owe. 
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When thou wak’st, let love forbid 

Sleep his seat on thy eyelid. 

So awake when I am gone, 

For I must now to Oberon. [Exit 


Enter Demerrivus and HELENA » running’. 


Hel, Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 

Dem. Icharge thee, hence; and do not haunt me thus. 

Hel. QO! wilt thou darkling leave me? do not so. 

Dem. Stay, on thy peril: I alone will go. [Hxit DEMETRIUS. 

Hel. O! Tam out of breath in this fond chase. 
| The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 

1 a Happy is Hermia, wheresoe’er she lies, 

bl For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 

i How came her eyes so bright? Not with salt tears: 
lei Ifso, my eyes are oftener wash’d than hers. 

ae No, no, Tamas ugly asa bear, 

Neat For beasts that meet me, run away for fear; 

‘steel Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius 

oot Do, asa monster, fly my presence thus. 

vi I! What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 

Yh Made me compare with Hermia’s sphery eyne? — 
Mee cb But who is here? — Lysander on the ground? 

tee Dead, or asleep? —Isee no blood, no wound. — 

ei Lysander, if you live, good Sir, awake. 

Hy Lys. And run through fire Iwill, for thy sweet sake. 
(Waking. 
Transparent Helena! Nature here-shows art, 
That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius? O, how fit a word 
Is that vile name to perish on my sword! 

Hel. Do not say so, Lysander; say not so. 
Ree What though he love your Hermia? Lord! what though? 
eee Yet Hermia still loves you: then be content. 

Lys. Content with Hermia? No: Ido repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 

Not Hermia, but Helena I love. 
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Who will not change a raven for a dove? 

The will of man is by his reason sway’d, 

And reason says you are the worthier maid. 

Things growing are not ripe until their season; 

So, [being young, till now ripe not to reason; 

And touching now the point of human skill, 

Reason becomes the marshal to my will, 

And leads me to your eyes; where I o’erlook 

Love’s stories, written in love’s richest book. 
Hel. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born? 

When, at your hands, did I deserve this scorn? 

Is ’t not enough, is ’t not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no, nor never can, 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius’ eye , 

But you must flout my insufficiency? 

Good troth, you do me wrong; good sooth, you do, 

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well: perforce I must confess, 

I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

O, thatalady, of one man refus’d, 

Should, of another, therefore, be abus’d! [Eait. 
Lys. She sees not Hermia. — Hermia, sleep thou there; 

And never may’st thou come Lysander near ; 

For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 

The deepest loathing to the stomach brings ; 

Or, asthe heresies, that men do leave, 

Are hated most of those they did deceive ; 

So thou, my surfeit, and my Heresy, 

Of all be hated, but the most of me. 

And; all my powers, address your love and might, 


To honour Helen, and to be her knight. [Eaxié. 
Her. [starting.] Help me, Lysander, help me! do thy 
best, 


To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast. 
Ah, me, for pity! — what a dream was here! 
Lysander, look, how I do quake with fear. 

Methought a serpent eat my heart away, 
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And you sat smiling at his cruel prey. — 

Lysander! what, remoy'd? Lysander! lord! . 

What, out of hearing? gone? nosound, no word? 

Alack! where are you? speak, an if you hear; 

Speak, ofall loves! Iswoon almost with fear. 

No? — then I well perceive you are not nigh: 

Either death, or you, I’ll find immediately. [Exitt. 


ACT Ill. SCENE TI. 
The same. The Queen of Fairies lying asleep. 


Enter Quince, Snuc, Borrom, FLure, Snour, and 
STARVELING. 

Bot. Are we all met? 

Quin. Pat, pat; and here ’s a marvellous convenient place 
for our rehearsal. This green plot shall be our stage, this haw- 
thorn brake our ’tiring-house; and we will do it in action, as we 
will do it before the duke. 

Bot. Peter Quince, — 

Quin. What say’stthou, bully Bottom? 

Bot. There are things in this comedy of ‘‘Pyramus and 
Thisby,” that will never please. First, Pyramus must draw a 
sword to kill himself, which the Jadies cannot abide. How answer 
you that? 

Snout. By’rlakin, a parlous fear. 

Star. I believe, we must leave the killing out, when all is 
done. : 

Bot. Nota whit: I have a device to make all well. Write me 
a prologue; and let the prologue seem to say, we will do no harm 
with our swords, and that Pyramus is not killed indeed: and, 
for the more better assurance, that I, Pyramus, am not Pyramus, 
but Bottom the weaver. — This will put them out of fear. 

Quin. Well, we will haye such a prologue, and it shall he 
written in eight and six. 

Bot. No, make it two more: Jet it be written in eight and 
eight. 
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Snout. ‘Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion? 

Star. Ifear it, I promise you. 

Bot. Masters, you ought to consider with yourselves: to 
bring in, God shield us! a lion among ladies, is a most dreadful 
thing; for there is not a more fearful wild-fowl than yotr lion 
living, and we ought to look to if. 

Snout. Therefore, another prologue must tell he is not a 
lion. 

Bot. Nay, you must name his name, and half his face must 
be seen through the lion’s neck; and he himself must speak 
through, saying thus, or to the same defect: — ‘‘Ladies, or 
‘fair ladies, I would wish you, or, I would request you, or, I 
would entreat you, not to'fear, not to tremble: my life for yours. 
If you think I come hither as alion, it were pity of my life: no, I 
am no such thing: I am a man as other men are;” and there, 
indeed, let him name his name, and tell them plainly he is Snug, 
the joiner. 

Quin. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard things: 
that is, to bring the moonlight into a chamber; for you know, 
Pyramus and Thisby meet by moonlight. 

Snug. Doth the moon shine that night we play our play? 

Bot.. A calendar, a calendar! look in the almanack; find 
out moonshine, find out moonshine. 

Quin. Yes, it doth shine that night. 

Bot. Why, then you may leave a casement of the great 
chamber window, where we play, open; and the moon may 
shine in at the casement. 

Quin: Ay; or else one must. come in with a bush of thorns 
and a lanthorn; andsay, he comes to disfigure, or to present, 
the person of moonshine. Then, there is another thing: we 
must havea wall in the great chamber; for Pyramus and Thisby 
(says the story,) did talk through the chink of a wall. 

Snug. You can neyer bring in a wall. — What say you, 
Bottom? 

Bot. Some man or other must present wall; and let him have 
some plaster, or some Joam, or some rough-cast about him, to 
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Wiebe signify wall: or let him hold his fingers thus, and through that 
Ha cranny shall Pyramus and Thisby whisper. 
Hie Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit down, 
ai every mother’s son, and rehearse your parts. Pyramus, you 
he begin. . When you have spoken your speech, enter into that 
brake; and so every one according to his cue. 


i Enter Puck behind. 


ws Puck. What hempen home-spuns have we swaggering here, 
ys aaa So near the cradle of the fairy queen? 
What, aplay toward? I’ll be an auditor; 
An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause. 
Quin. Speak, Pyramus. — Thisby, stand forth. 
Pyr. ‘‘Thisby, the flowers of odious sayours sweet ,”— 
Quin. Odours, odours. 
Pyr. — ‘‘odours sayours sweet: 
So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby, dear. — 
But, hark, a voice! stay thou but herea while, 


And by and by I will to thee appear.” [Eait. 
Puck. A stranger Pyramus than e’er play’d here! [Exit. 


This. Must I speak now? 

Quin. Ay, marry, must you; for you must understand, 
he goes but to see a noise that he heard, and is to come again. 

This. ‘*Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue, 

Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier, 

Most brisky juvenal, and eke most lovely Jew, | 

As true as truest horse, that yet would nevertire, 
I’ll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny’s tomb.” 

Quin. Ninus’ tomb, man. Why you must not speak that 
yet; that you answer to Pyramus. You speak all your part at 
once, cues and all. — Pyramus, enter: your cue is past; it is, 
*“never tire.” 


Re-enter Puck, and BorroM with an ass’s head. 


This. O!—‘‘As true as truest horse, that yet would never 
tire.” 
Pyr. ‘‘IfI were, fair Thisby, I were only thine:” — 
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Quin. Omonstrous! O strange! we are haunted. 
Pray, masters! fly, masters! help! [Exeunt Clowns. 
Puck. Ill follow you, I'll lead you about a round, 
Through bog, through bush, through brake, through brier: 
Sometime a horse I Il be, sometime a hound, 
A hog, aheadless bear, sometime a fire; 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, androar, and burn, 
Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. [Exté. 
Bot. Why do they run away? this is a knayery of them, to 
make me afeard. 


Re-enter SNour. 
Snout. O Bottom! thou art changed: what do Isee on thee? 
[Exté. 
Bot. What do you see? you see an ass’s head of your own, 
do you? 
Re-enter QuINCE. 


Quin. Bless thee, Bottom! bless thee! thou art translated. 
[Eatt. 
Bot. Isee their knavery. This is to make anass of me, to 
fright me, if they could; but I will not stir from this place, do 
what they can. I will walk up and down here, and I will sing, that 
_ they shall hear Iam not afraid. [Sings. 
The oosel-cock, so black of hue, 
With orange-tawney bill, 
The throstle with his note so true, 
The wren with little quill. 
Tifa. What angel wakes me from my flowery bed? 
(Waking. 
Bot. The finch, the sparrow, and the lark, 
The plain-song cuckoo gray , 
Whose note full many aman doth mark, 
And dares not answer, nay; 
for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a bird? who 
would give a bird the lie, though he cry ‘‘cuckoo”’ neyer so? 
Tita. Ipray thee, gentle mortal, sing again: 
Mine ear is much enamour’d of thy note, 
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So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape; 
And thy fair virtue’s force, perforce, doth move me, 
On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee. 

Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason ‘for 
that: and yet, to say the truth, reason and love keep little com- 
pany together now-a-days. The more.the pity, that some honest 
neighbours will not’ make them friends. Nay, I can gleek upon 
occasion. 

Lita, Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Bot. Not so, neither; but if I had wit enough to get out of this 
wood, I have enough to serve mine own turn, 

Tita. Out of this wood do not desire to go: 

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

Jam a spirit of no common rate; 

The summer still doth tend upon my state, 

And Ido love thee: therefore, go with me; 

I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee; 

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep , 

And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep: 

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so, 

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go, — 

Peas-blossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustard-seed ! 


Enter four Fairies. 
1 Fai. Ready. 
2. Fai. And I. 
3 Fai. AndI, . 
4 Fat. Where shall we go? 
Tita. Bekind and courteous to this gentleman: 
Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes; 
Feed him with apricocks, and dewberries, 
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries. 
The honey bags steal from the humble-bees, 
And for night tapers crop their waxen thighs, 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm’s eyes, 
To have my love to bed, and to arise; 
And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, 
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To fan the moon-beams from his sleeping eyes. 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 
1 Fai. Hail, mortal! 
2 Fai. Hail! 
3 Fai. Hail! 
4 Fai. Hail! . 
Bot. 1 cry your worship’s mercy, heartily. — I beseech, 
' your worship’s name. 
Cob. Cobweb. 
Bot. I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good master 


Cobweb. IfI cut my finger, I shall make bold with you. — Your 
name, honest gentleman? 

Peas. Peas-blossom. 

Bot. I pray you, commend me to mistress Squash, your 
mother, and to master Peascod, your father. Good master 
Peas-blossom, I shall desire you of more acquaintance too. — 
Your name, I beseech you, Sir? 

Mus. Mustard-seed. 

Bot. Good master Mustard-seed, I know your patience well: 
that same cowardly, giant-like ox-beef hath devoured many a 
gentleman of your house, I promise you, your kindred hath 
made my eyes water ere now. I desire you more acquaintance, 
good master Mustard-seed. 

Tita. Come, waitupon him: Jead him to my bower. 

The moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye, 

And when she weeps, weeps every little flower, 

Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie up my loyer’s tongue, bring him silently. [Haxeunt. 


SCENE IL. 


Another Part of the Wood. 


Enter OBERON. 
Obe.” Iwonder, if Titania be awak’d; 
Then, what it was that next came in her eye, 
Which she must dote on in extremity. 
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Enter Puck. 


Here comes my messenger. — How now, mad spirit? 
What night-rule now about this haunted grove? 


Puck. My mistress with a monster is in loye. 
Near to her close and consecrated bower , 
1h While she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 
i A crew of patches, rude mechanicals , 
That work for bread upon Athenian stalls , 
Were met together to rehearse a play, 
Intended for great Theseus’ nuptial day. 
The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort, 
Who Pyramus presented in their sport, 
Forsook his scene, and enter’d in a brake, 
When I did him at this advantage take; 
An ass’s nowl I fixed on his head: 
ha Anon, his Thisbe must be answered, 
And forth my mimic comes. When they him spy, 
Be | As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye, 
ee Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort, 
He's Rising and cawing at.the gun’s report, 
iat | Sever themselves , and madly sweep the sky; 
bs), a So, athis sight, away his fellows fly, 
rte And, at our stamp, here o’er and o’er one falls: 
ey He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 
. Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus strong, ’ 
i ae Made senseless, things begin to do them wrong, 
A a | For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch, 
hi Some, sleeves, some, hats, from yielders all things catch. 
I led them on in this distracted fear, 
And left sweet Pyramus translated there;" 
When in that moment (so it came to pass, ) 
Titania wak’d, and straightway loy’d an ass. 


We: | | Obe. This falls out better than I could deyise. 
meri!” But hast thou yet latch’d the Athenian’s eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do? 


Puck. I took him sleeping, (that is finish’d too, ) 
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And the Athenian woman by his side, 
That, when he wak’d, of force she must be ey’d. 


Enter Demerrius and HERMIA. 


Obe. Stand close: this is the same Athenian.! 
Puck. Thisis the woman; but not this the man. 
Dem. O!} why rebuke you him that loves you so? 
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 
Her. Now, Ubut chide; but I should use thee worse, 
For thou, Ifear, hast given me cause to curse. 
If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 
Being o’er shoes in blood; plupge in the deep, 
And kill me too. 
The sun was not so true unto the day , 
Ashetome. Would he have stol’n away 
From sleeping Hermia? Ill believe as soon, 
This whole earth may be bor’d, and that the moon 
May through the centre creep, and so displease 
Her brother’s noon-tide with th’ Antipodes. 
It cannot be but thou hast murder’d him; 
So should a murderer look, so dead, so grim. 
Dem. So should the murder’d look, and so shouldI, 
Piere’d through the heart with your stern cruelty ; 
Yet you, the murderer, look as,bright, as clear, 
As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 
Her. ‘What’s this to my Lysander? where is he? 
Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? 
Dem. Thad rather give his carcase to my hounds. 
Her. Out, dog! out, cur! thou driv’st me past the bounds 
Of maiden’s patience. Hast thou slain him then? 
Henceforth be never number’d among men} 
O! once tell true, tell true, e’en for my sake; 
Durst thou have look’d upon him, being awake, 
And hast thou kill’d him sleeping? O brave touch! 
Could not a worm, anadder, do so much? 
An adder did it; for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 
I. 32 
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Dem. You spend your passion on a mispris’d mood: 
I am not guilty of Lysander’s blood, 
Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 
Her. Ipray thee, tellme, then, that he is well. 
Dem. And, ifIcould, what should I get therefore? 
Her. A privilege, never to see me more. — 
And from thy hated presence part Iso; 
See me no more, whether he be dead or no. [Eatt. 
Dem. There is no following her in this fierce vein: 
Here, therefore, fora while I will remain. 
So sorrow’s heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe; 
Which now in some slight measure it will pay, 
If for his tender here I make some stay. [Lies down. 
Obe. What hast thou done? thou hast mistaken quite, 
And laid the love-juice on some true-love’s sight: 
Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 
Some true-love turn’d, and nota false turn’d true. 
Puck. Then fate o’er-rules; that one man holding troth, 
And million fail, confounding oath on oath. 
Obe. About the wood go swifter than the wind, 
And Helena of Athens look thou find: 
All fancy-sick she is, and pale of cheer 
With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear. 
By some illusion see thou bring her here: 
Ill charm his eyes against she do appear. 
Puck. Igo, Igo; look howI go; 
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow. [Eatt. 
Obe. Flower of this purple die, 
Hit with Cupid’s archery, 
Sink in apple of his eye. 
When his love he doth espy, 
Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky, — 
When thou wak’st, if she be by, 
Beg of her for remedy. 
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Re-enter Puck. 
’ Puck. Captain of our fairy band, 

Helena is here at hand, 
And the youth, mistook by me, 
Pleading for a lover’s fee. 
Shall we their fond pageant see? 
Lord, what fools these mortals be! 

Obe. Stand aside: the noise they make 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

Puck. Then will two at once woo one; 
That must needs be sport alone; 
And those things do best please me, 
That befal preposterously. 


Enter L¥SaAnpER and HELENS. 


Lys. Why should you think that I should woo in scorn? 
Scorn and derision never come in tears: 
Look, whenI yvowI weep, and vows so born, 
In their nativity all truth appears. 
How can these things in me seem scorn to you, 
Bearing the badge of faith to prove them true? 
Hel. You do advance your cunning more and more. 
When truth kills truth, O, devilish-holy fray! 
These vows are Hermia’s: will you give her o’er? 
‘Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh: 
Your vows, -to her and me, put in two scales, 
Will even weigh, and both as light as tales. 
Lys. Uhad no judgment, when to her I swore. 
Hel. Nornone, in my mind, now you give her o’er. 
Lys. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 


Dem. [Awaking.] O Helen, goddess, nymph, perfect, 


divine! 
To what, mylove, shall I compare thine eyne? 
Crystalis muddy. O! howripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow! 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus snow, 
Fann’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow, 
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When thou hold’st up thy hand. 0, let me kiss 
This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss! 


Hel. Ospite! O hell! Isee you all are bent 
To set against me, for your merriment: 
If you were civil, and knew courtesy , 
You would not do me thus much injury. 
Can you not hate me, asi know you do, 
But you must join in souls to mock me too? 
If you were men, as men you are in show, 
You would not use a gentle lady so; 
To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts, 
When, Iamsure, you hate me with your hearts. 
You both are rivals, and love Hermia, 
And now both rivals, to mock Helena. 
A trim exploit, a manly enterprize, 
To conjure tears up in a poor maid’s eyes 


‘With your derision! none of noble sort 


Would so offend a virgin, and extort 
A poor soul’s patience, all to make you sport. 


Lys. You are unkind, Demetrius; be not so, 
For you love Hermia; this, you know, I know: 
And here, with all good will, with all. my heart, 
In Hermia’s love I yield you up my part; 

And yours of Helena to me hequeath , 
Whom I do love, and will do till my death. 


Hel. Never did mockers waste more idle breath. - 


Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia: I will none: 
Ife’erIlovy’d her, all that love is gone. 
My heart to her but as guest-wise sojourn’d, 
And now to Helen is it home return’d, 
There to remain. 


Lys. Helen, it is not so. 


Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know, 
Lest to thy peril thou aby it dear. — 
Look, where thy love comes: yonder is thy dear. 
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Enter Hernia. 
Her. Dark night, that from the eye his'function takes , 
The ear more quick of apprehension makes ; 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense, 
It pays the hearing double recompense. 
Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found; 
Mine ear’, Ithank it, brought me to thy sound. 
But why unkindly didst thou leave me so? 
Lys. Why should he stay, whom love doth press to go? 
Her. What love could press Lysander from my side? 
Lys. Lysander’s love, that would not let him bide, 
Fair Helena, who more engilds the night 
Than all yon fiery oes and eyes of light. 
Why seek’st thou me? could not this make thee know, 
The hate I bare thee made me leave thee so? 
Her. You speak not as you think: it cannot be. 
Hel. Lo! she is ond of this confederacy. 
Now I perceive they have conjoin’d, all three, 
To fashion this false sport in spite of me. 
Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid ! 
Have you conspir’d, have you with these contriv’d 
To bait me with this foul derision? 
Is all the counsel that we two have shar’d, 
The sisters’ yows, the hours that we have spent, 
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For parting us, — O! is all forgot? 
All school-days’ friendship, childhood innocence? 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, 
Have with our needles created both one flower, 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 
Both warbling of one song, both in one key, 
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds, 
Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted, 
But yet an union in partition ; 
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem, 
So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart; 
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Two of the first, like coats in heraldry, 
Due but to one, and crowned with one crest. 
And will you rend our ancient love asunder, 
To join with men in scorning your poor friend ? 
It is not friendly, ’t is not maidealy: 
Our sex, as wellasI, may chide you for it, 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 
Her. Tam amazed at your passionate words. 
Iscorn you not: it seems that you scorn me. 
Hel. Have you not set Lysander, asin scorn, 
To follow me, and praise my eyes and face, 
And made your other love, Demetrius, 
(Who even but now did spurn me with his foot by 
To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare, 
Precious, celestial? Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul : 
And tender me, forsooth, affection ; 
But by your setting on, by your consent? 
What though I be not so in grace as you, 
So hung upon with love, so fortunate, 
But miserable most to love unloy’d, 
This you should pity, rather than despise. 
Her. Yunderstand not what you mean by this. 
Hel. Ay, do, persever, counterfeit sad looks 
Make mouths upon me when I turn my back; 
Wink at each other; hold the sweet jest up: 
This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. 
If you have any pity, grace, or manners, 
You would not make me such an argument. 
But, fare ye well: ’t is partly mine own fault, 
Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy. 
Lys. Stay, gentle Helena! hear my excuse: 
My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena! 
Hel. O excellent! 
Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so. 
Dem. fshe cannot entreat, I can compel. 


> 
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Lys. Thou canst compel no more than she entreat: 
Thy threats have no more strength, than her weak prayers. — 
Helen, I love thee; by my life, Ido: 
I swear by that which I will lose for thee, 
To prove him false, that says I love thee not. 
Dem. Isay, Llove thee more than he can do. 
Lys. Ifthousayso, withdraw, and proye it too. 
Dem. Quick, come, — 


Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this? 
Lys. Away, youEthiop! 
Dem. No, no, he’ll— 


Seem to break loose; take on, as you would follow; 
But yet come not. Youareatame man, go! 
Lys. Hang off, thoucat, thou burr! vile thing, let loose, 
Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent. 
Her. Why are you grown so rude? what change is this, 
Sweet love? 
Lys. Thy love? out, tawny Tartar, out? 
Out, loathed medicine! O hated potion, hence! 
Her. Do you not jest? 
Hel. Yes, ‘sooth; and so do you. 
Lys. ‘Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee. 
Dem. Iwould, Ihad your bond; for, I perceive, 
A weak bond holds you: I'll not trust your word. 
Lys. What! should I hurt her, strike her, kill her dead? 
Although I hate her, Ill not harm her so. 
Her. What! can you do me greater harm than hate? 
Hate me! wherefore? Ome! what news, my love? 
Am notI Hermia? Are not you Lysander? 
Tam as fair now, as I was erewhile. 
Since night, youlov’d me; yet, since night you left me. 
Why, then you left me (O, the gods forbid!) 
In earnest, shall I say? 
Lys. Ay, by my life; 
And never did desire to see thee more. 
Therefore, be out of hope, of question, of doubt; 
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Be certain, nothing truer: ’t is no jest, 
That I do hate thee, and love Helena. ® 
Her. Ome: — youjuggler! you canker-blossom! 
You'thief of love! what, have you come by night, 
And stol’n my love’s heart from him? 
Hel. Fine, i’ faith! 
Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 
No touch of bashfulness? What, will you tear 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue? 
Fie, fie! you counterfeit, you puppet you! 
Her. Puppet! whyso? Ay, that way goes the game. 
Now I perceive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures: she hath urg’d her height, 
And with her personage, her tall personage, 
Her height, forsooth, she hath preyail’d with him. — 
And are you grown so high in his esteem, 
Because I am so dwarfish, and so low? 
How low am I, thou painted maypole? speak; 
How low amI? Iam not yet so low, 
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 
Hel. pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen, 
Let her not hurt me: I was never curst; 
I have no gift at all in shrewishness ; 
Tam aright maid for my cowardice: 
Let her not strike me. You, perhaps, may think, 
Because she is something lower than myself, 
That I can match her. 
Her. Lower! hark, again. 
Hel. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 
f evermore did love you, Hermia, 
Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong’d you; 
Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 
I told him of your stealth unto this wood. 
He follow’d you; for love, I follow’d him; 
But he hath chid me hence, and threaten’d me 
To strike me, spurnme, nay, to kill me too: 
And now, so you will let me quiet go, 
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To Athens will I bear my folly back, 
And follow you no further. Let me go: 
You see how simple and how fond I am. 
Her. Why, get yougone. Who is’t that hinders you? 
Hel. A foolish heart, that I leaye here behind. 
Her. What, with Lysander? 
Hel. With Demetrius. 
Lys. Benot afraid: she shall not harm thee, Helena. 
Dem. No, Sir; she shall not, though you take her part. 
Hel. O! whenshe is angry, she is keen and shrewd. 
She was a vixen, when she went to school; 
And, though she be but little, she is fierce. 
Her. Little again? nothing but low and little? — 
Why will you suffer her to flout me thus? 
Let me come to her. 
Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf; 
You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made; 
You bead, you acorn. 
Dem. You are too officious 
In her behalf that scorns your services. 
Let her alone; - speak not of Helena; 
Take not her part, for if thou dost intend 
Never so little show of love to her, 
Thou shalt aby it. 
Lys. Now she holds me not, 
Now follow, if thou dar’st, to try whose right, 
Of thine or mine, is most in Helena. 


Dem. Follow? nay, I’ll go with thee, cheek by jowl. 


[ Exeunt Lys. and Dem. 


Her. You, mistress, all this coil is long of you. 
Nay, go not back. 

Hel. I will not trust you, I 
Nor longer stay in your curst company. 
Your hands, than mine, are quicker fora fray; 


? 


My legs are longer though, to run away. [ Exit. 


Her. Lamamaz’d, and know not what to say. 
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Obe. This is thy negligence: still thou mistak’st, 
Or else commit’st thy knaveries wilfully. 
Puck. Believeme, king of shadows, I mistook. 
Did not you tell me I should know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on? 
And so far blameless proves my enterprize , 
That I have ’nointed an Athenian’s eyes ; 
And so far am I glad it so did sort, 
As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 
Obe. Thouseest, these lovers seek a place to fight: 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night; 
The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron ; 
And lead these testy rivals so astray, 
As one come not within another’s way. 
Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue, 
Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong; 
And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 
And from each other look thou Jead them thus, 
Till o’er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep, 
With leaden legs and batty wings, doth creep: 
Then crush this herb into Lysander’s eye; 
Whose liquor hath this virtuous property , 
To take from thence all error with his might, 
And make his eye-balls roll with wonted sight. 
When they next wake, all this derision 
Shall seem a dream, and fruitless vision ; 
And back to Athens shall the lovers wend, 
With league, whose date till death shall never end. 
Whiles.] in this affair do thee employ, 
I ll to my queen, and beg her Indian boy; 
And then I will her charmed eye release 
From monster’s yiew, and all things shall be peace. 
Puck. ~My fairy lord, this must be done with haste, 
For night’s swift dragons cut the clouds full fast , 
And yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger ; 
At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there, 


330 


“SE PON <a hamany eaiale ¥ saa 


MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


Troop home to church-yards: damned spirits all, ia 
That in cross-ways and floods have burial, ‘it 
Already to their wormy beds are gone; 
For fear lest day should look their shames upon, i 
They wilfully themselves exile from light , i 
And must for aye consort with black-brow’d night. i 
Obe. But we are spirits of another sort. a 
I with the morning’s love have oft made sport; | 
And, like a forester, the groves may tread, i 
Even till the eastern gate, all fiery-red , i 
Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams , 
Turns into yellow gold his salt green streams. 
But, notwithstanding, haste; make no delay: 
We may effect this business yet ere day. [Exit OBERON. 
Puck. Up and down, up and down; 

I will lead them up and down: 

I am fear’d in field and town; 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 
Here comes one. 


Enter LYSANDER. 
Lys. Where art thou, proud Demetrius? speak thou now. 


Puck. Here, villain! drawn and ready. Where art thou? 
Lys. Iwill be with thee straight. 


Puck. Follow me then 
To plainer ground. [Exit Lys. as following the voice. 
Enter DEMETRIUS. 
Dem. Lysander! speak again. 


Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled? | 
Speak! In some bush? Where dost thou hide thy head? i 
Puck. Thoucoward! art thou bragging to the stars, bl 
Telling the bushes that thou look’st for wars , 
And wilt not come? Come, recreant; come, thou child; 
I’ll whip thee with arod: he is defil’d, 
That draws a sword on thee. 
Dem. Yea; art thou there? 
Puck. Follow my yoice: we ’ll try no manhood here. [Exeunt. 
331 
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Re-enter LYSANDER. 
Lys. We goes before me, and still dares me on: 
When I come where he calls, then he is gone. 
‘| The villain is much lighter heel’d than I: 
Hi, I follow’d fast, but faster he did fly; 
eh That fallen am I in dark uneven way, 


an And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day! [Lies down. 
ee i For if but once thou show me thy grey light, 
Wale I'll find Demetrius, and revenge this spite. [Sleeps. 


Re-enter Puck and DEMETRIUS, 

Puck. Ho! ho! ho! Coward, why com’st thou not? 

Dem. .Abide me, if thou dar’st; for well I wot, 
Thou runn’st before me, shifting every place, 
And dar’st not stand, nor look me in the face. 
Where art thou now? 

Puck. Come hither: Iam here. 

Dem. Nay, then thou mock’st me. Thou shalt ’by this dear, 
If ever I thy face by day-light see: 
Now, gothy way. Faintness constraineth me 
To measure out my length on this cold bed. 
By day’s approach look to be visited. [Lies down and sleeps. 


Enter HELENA. 
Hel. O weary night! O, long and tedious night! 
Abate thy hours: shine, comforts, from the east, 
That I may back to Athens, by day-light, 
From these that my poor company detest. 
And sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow’s eye, 
Steal me a while from mine own company. [ Sleeps. 
Puck. Yet but three? Come one more; 
Two of both kinds make up four. 
Here she comes, curst and sad. 
Cupid is a knavish lad, 
Thus to make poor females mad. 
Enter HERMIA. 


Her. Neverso weary, neyer so in woe, 
Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briers : ‘ 
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I can no farther crawl, no farther £0; 
My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 
Here will I rest me till the break of day. | 
Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray! [Lies down. 
Puck. Omthe ground sleep sound: 
I'll apply to your eye, 
Gentle lover, remedy. 
[Squeezing the juice on LYSANDER’S eye. 
When thou wak’st, thou tak’st 
True delight in the sight 
Of thy former lady’s eye: 
And the country preverb known, 
That every man should take his own, 
In your waking Shall be shown: 
Jack shall have Jill; 
Nought shall go ill; 
The man shall have his mare again, 
And all shall be well. 
[Exit Puck. — Dem. HEL. &c. sleep. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
The Same. 


Enter TiTanta and Borrom; Fairies attending: OBERON behind 
unseen. 
Tita. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed, 
While I thy amiable cheeks do coy, 
And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head, 
And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 
Bot. Where’s Peas-blossom ? 
Peas. Ready. 


Bot. Scratch my head, Peas-blossom. — Where ’s monsieur 
Cobweb? — . 


Cob. Ready. 
Bot. Monsieur Cobweb; good monsieur, get your weapons 
in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped humble-bee on the top of 
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a thistle; and, good monsieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do 
not fret yourself too much in the action, monsieur; and, good 
monsieur, have a care the honey-bag break not: I would be loath 
to have you overflown with a honey-bag, signior — Where ’s mon- 
sieur Mustard-seed? 

Must. Ready. 

Bot. Give me your neif,+monsieur Mustard-seed. Pray you, 
Jeave your courtesy, good monsieur. 

Must. What’s your will? 

Bot. Nothing, good monsieur, but to help cavalery Cobweb 
to scratch. Imustto the barber's, monsieur; for, methinks, I 
am marvellous hairy about the face, and I am such a tender ass, 
if my hair do but tickle me, I must seratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some music, my sweet love? 

Bot. Ihave a reasonable good ear in music: let’s have the 
tongs and the bones. 

Tita. Or, say, sweet love, what thou desir’st to eat. 

Bot. Truly, a peck of provender: I could munch your good 
dry oats. Methinks, I have a great desire to a bottle of hay: good 
hay, sweet hay, hath no fellow. 

Tita. Ihave a venturous fairy, that shall seek 
The squirrel’s hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

Bot. Yhad rather have a handful or two of dried peas. But, 
I pray you, let none of your people stir me: I have an exposition 
of sleep come upon me. 

Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. 

Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. 

So doth the woodbine, the sweet honeysuckle, 

Gently entwist : the female ivy so 

Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 

O, howI love thee! how I dote on thee! [They sleep. 


Enter Puck. 


Obe. [Advancing.] Welcome, good Robin. Seest thou 
this sweet sight? 

Her dotage now I do begin to pity ; 
For meeting her of late behind the wood, 
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Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool, 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with her; ie 
For she his hairy temples then had rounded ie 
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers; it 
And that same dew, which sometime on the buds i] 
Was wont to swell like round and orient pearls, ‘| 
Stood now within the pretty flow’rets’ eyes, i! 
Like tears that did their own disgrace bewail. 
When I had at my pleasure taunted her, 
And she in mild terms begg’d my patience , 
I then did ask of her her changeling child, 
Which straight she gave me; and her fairy sent 
To bear him to my bower in fairy land, 
And now Ihave the boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes : 
And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 
From off the head of this Athenian swain, 
That he, awaking when the other do, 
May all to Athens back again repair, 
And think no more of this night’s accidents , 
But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 
But first I will release the fairy queen. 

Be, as thou wast wont to be; 

See, as thou wast wont to see: 

Dian’s bud o’er Cupid's flower 

Hath such force and blessed power. 
Now, my Titania! wake you, my sweet queen. 

Tita. My Oberon! what visions haye I seen! 

Methought, I was enamour’d df an ass. 


Obe. There liés your love. 


Tita. How came these things to pass? 
O, how mine eyes do loath his visage now! 


Obe. Silence, a while. — Robin, take off this head. — 
Titania, music call; and strike more dead ‘ A 
Than common sleep of all these five the sense. Hf 

Tita. Music, ho! music! such as charmeth sleep. Ae 
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Aa Puck. Now, when thou wak’st, with thine own fool’s eyes 


Hak peep. 
Hh Obe. Sound, music! Come, my queen, take hands with me, © 
ve And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 


Now thou and I are new in amity, 
And will to-morrow midnight solemnly 
I Dance in Duke Theseus’ house triumphantly, 
fe And bless it to all fair prosperity. 
RES There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
eld Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 
Puck. Fairy king, attend, and mark: 
I do hear the morning lark. 
Obe. Then, my queen, in silence sad, 
Trip we after the night’s shade ; 
We the globe can compass soon, 
Swifter than the wandering moon. 
Tita. Come, my lord; and in our flight, 
Tell me how it came this night, 
That I sleeping here was found 
With these mortals on the ground. [Exeunt. 
[Horns sound within. 


Enter Theseus, Hirprponyra, Eceus, and train. 


The. Go, one of you, find out the forester; 
For now our obseryation is perform'd: 
And since we have the vaward of the day, 
My love shall hear the music of my hounds. — 
Uncouple in the western valley: let them go! — 
Despatch, Isay, and find the forester. — 
We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top, 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. Iwas with Hercules, and Cadmus, once, 
When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the bear 
With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding; for, besides the groves, 
The skies, the fountains, every region near 
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Seem’d.all one mutual cry. Inever heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 
The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew’d, so sanded; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew; 
Crook-kneed , and dew-lap’d like Thessalian bulls ; 
Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like bells, 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never halloo’d to, nor cheer’d with horn, 
In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly: 
Judge, when you hear. — But, soft! what nymphs are these? 
Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep; 
And this, Lysander; this Demetrius is; 
This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena: 
I wonder of their being here together. 
The. No doubt, they rose up early, to observe 
The rite of May; and, hearing our intent, 
Came here in grace of our solemnity. — 
But speak , ;Hgeus; is not this the day 
That Hermia should give answer of her choice? 
Ege. Itis, my lord. 
The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their horns. 
[Horns, and shout within. DEMETRIUS, LYSANDER, 
Hernia, and HELENA, wake and start up. 
The. Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is past; 
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now? 
Lys. Pardon, my lord. [He and the rest kneel. 
The. I pray you all, stand up. 
I know, you two are rival enemies: 
How comes this gentle concord in the world, 
That hatred is so far from jealousy , 
To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity? 
Lys. My lord, Ishall reply amazedly , 
Half sleep, half waking: but as yet, Iswear, 
I cannot truly say how I came here; 
But, asI think, (for truly would I speak, — 
And now I do bethink me, so it is) 
I. 
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I came with Hermia hither: our intent 
Was to be gone from Athens, where we might 
Without the peril of the Athenian law — 
Ege. Enough, enough! my lord, you have enough. 
I beg the law, the law, upon his head. 
They would have stol’n away; they would, Demetrius , 
Thereby to have defeated you and me; 
You, of your wife, and me, of my consent, 
Of my consent that she should be your wife. 
Dem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth, 
Of this their purpose hither, to this wood; 
And I in fury hither follow’d them j 
Fair Helena in fancy following me. 
But, my good lord, I wot not by what power, 
(But by some power it is ,) my love to Hermia 
Melted as the snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrante of an idle gawd, 
Which in my childhood I did dote upon; 
And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 
The object, and the pleasure of mine eye , 
Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 
Was I betroth’d ere I'saw Hermia : 
But, like in sickness , did I loath this food; 
But, asin health, come to my natural taste, 
Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore be true to it. 
The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met. 
Of this discourse we more will hear anon. — 
Egeus, I will overbear your will, 
For in the temple, by and by with us, 
These couples shall eternally be knit. 
And, for the morning now is something worn, 
Our purpos’d hunting shall be set aside. 
Away, with us, to Athens: three and three, 
We'll hold a feast in great solemnity. — 
Come , Hippolyta. 


.[Exeunt THESEus, Hipporyra, EGEUS, and train. 
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Dem. These things seem sman , and undistinguishable , 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 
Her. Methinks, I see these things with parted eye, 
When every thing seems double. 
Hel. So methinks: 
And Ihaye found Demetrius, like a jewel, 
Mine own, and not mine own. 
Dem. Are you sure 
. That we are awake? It seems to me 
That yet we sleep, we dream. — Do not you think 
The duke was here, and bid us follow him? 
Her. Yea; and my father. 
7) And Hippolyta. 
Lys. Andhe did bid us follow to the temple. 
Dem. Why then, we are awake. Let’s follow him; 


And by the way let us recount our dreams. [Exeunt. 
Bot. [waking.] When my cue comes, call me, and I will 
answer: — my next is, ‘‘Most fair Pyramus.” — Hey, ho! — 


Peter Quince! Flute, the bellows-mender! Snout, the tinker! 
Starveling! God’s my life! stolen hence, and left me asleep. I 
have hada most rare vision. Ihave hada dream, — past the wit 
of man to say what dream it was: man is but an ass, if he go 
about to expound this dream. Methought I was — there is no 
man call tell what. Methought I was, and methought I had, — 
but man is but a patched fool, if he will offer to say what 
methought I had. The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of 
man hath not seen, man’s hand is not able to taste, his tongue to 
conceive, nor his heart to report, what my dream was. I will get 
Peter Quince to write a ballad of this dream: it shall be called 
Bottom’s Dream, because it hath no bottom, and I will sing it in 
the latter end of aplay, before the duke: peradventure, to make 
it the more gracious, I shall sing it at her death. (Exit. 
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SCENE Il. 
Athens. A Room in Quince’s House. 


Enter QUINCE, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING. 

Quin. Have you sent to Bottom’s house? is he come home 
yet? 

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he is trans— 
ported. 

Flu. Uf he come not, then the play is marred. It goes not 
forward, doth it? 

Quin. It is not possible: you have not a man in all Athens 
able to discharge Pyramus, but he. 

Flu. No; he hath simply the best wit of any handycraft man 
in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the best person too; and he isa very para- 
mour for a sweet voice. 

Flu. You must say, paragon: a paramour is, God bless 
us! a thing of nought. 

Enter Snueé. 

Snug. Masters, the duke is coming from the temple, and 
there is two or three lords and ladies more married. If our sport 
had gone forward, we had all been made men. 

Flu. O, sweet bully Bottom! Thus hath he lost sixpence 
a-day during his life; he could not have ’scaped sixpence a-day: 
an the duke had not given him sixpence a-day for playing Pyramus, 
I ’lt be hanged; he would have deserved it: sixpence a-day in 
Pyramus, or nothing. 

Enter Borrom. 

Bot. Where are these lads? where are these hearts? 

Quin. Bottom! —O most courageous day! O most happy 
hour ! 

Bot. Masters, I am to discourse wonders; but ask me not 
what, for, if I tell you, Iam no true Athenian. TI will tell you 
every thing, right as it fell out. 

Quin. Letus hear, sweet Bottom. 

Bot. Nota word of me. All that I will tell youis, thatthe 
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duke hath dined. Get your apparel together; good strings to your 
beards, new ribbons to your pumps: meet presently at the pa- 
lace; every man look o’er his part; for, the short and the long is, 
our play is preferred. In any case let Thisby have clean linen, 
and let not him that plays the lion pare his nails, for they shall 
hang out for the lion’s claws. And, most dear actors, eat no 
onions, nor garlick, for we are to utter sweet breath, and I do 
not doubt but to hear them say, it isa sweet comedy. No more 
words: away! go; away! : [Exeunt. 


ACT V.. SCENE 1. 
The same, An Apartment in the Palace of THEsEus. 


Enter TuEseus, Hipponyra, Purosrrare, Lords, and 
Attendants. 


Hip. ’Tisstrange, my Theseus, that these lovers speak of. 
The. More strange than true: I never may believe 
These antic fables, nor these fairy toys. 
Lovers, and madmen, have such seething brains, 
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More than cool reason ever comprehends. 
The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, 
Are of imagination all compact: 
One sees more devils than vast hell can hold ; 
Thatis, the madman: the lover, all as frantic, 
Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt: 
The poet’s eye, ina fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven; 
And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation, and a name, 
Such tricks hath strong imagination , 
That, if it would but apprehend some joy, 
It comprehends some bringer of that joy; 
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NH i Or in the night, imagining some fear, 
bai How easy is a bush suppos’d a bear? 
Hh Hip. But all the story of the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigur’d so together, 
1s More witnesseth than fancy’s images, 
eee And grows to something of great constancy, 
il But, howsoever, strange, and admirable. 
i The. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth. 


Enter LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HERMIA, and HELENA. 


Joy, gentle friends! joy, and fresh days of love, 
Accompany your hearts ! 
Lys. More than to us 
Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed! 
he The. Come now; what masks, what dances shall we have, 
| To wear away this long age of three hours, 
Between our after-supper, and bed-time? 
Where is our usual manager of mirth? 
What revels arein hand? Is there no play, 
To ease the anguish of a torturing hour? 
Call Philostrate. 
Philost. Here, mighty Theseus. 
The. Say, what abridgment have you for this evening? 
What mask? what music? How shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with some delight? . 
Philost. There is a brief how many sports are ripe; 
Make choice of which your highness will see first. 
[Giving a paper. 
The. [reads.] ‘‘The battle with the Centaurs, to be sung 
By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.” 
We ’ll none of that: that have I told my love, 
In glory of my kinsman Hercules. 
“‘ The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals, 
Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.” 
That is an old device; and it was play’d 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 
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‘‘ The thrice three Mases mourning for the death * i 
Oflearning, late deceas’d in beggary.” ie 
That is some satire, keen, and critical, ue & 
Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 
‘¢A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus , 
And his love Thisbe; very tragical mirth.” 
Merry and tragical! Tedious and brief! 
Thatis, hotice, and wondrous strange snow. 
How shall we find the concord of this discord? 


Philost. A play thereis, my lord, some ten words long, 
Which is as brief as I have known a play ; 
But by ten words, my lord, it is too long, 
Which makes it tedious; for in all the play 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted. 
And tragical, my noble lord, itis, 
For Pyramus therein doth kill himself. 
Which, when I saw rehears’d, I must confess, 
Made mine eyes water; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 


The. Whatare they, that do play it? 


Philost. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens here, 
Which never labour’d in their minds till now; 
And now have toil’d their unbreath’d memories 
With this same play, against your nuptial. 
The. And we will hear it. 
Philost. No, my noble lord; 
It is not for you: I have heard it over, 
And it is nothing, nothing in the world, 
Unless you can find sport in their intents , 
Extremely stretch’d and conn’d with cruel pain, 
To do you service. 
The. I will hear that play: 
For never any thing can be amiss, 
When simpleness and duty tender it. 
Go, bring them in; — and take your places, ladies. 
[Exit PHILOSTRATE. | 
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Maen) Hip. (love not to see wretchedness o’ercharg’d, 
Aue And duty in his service perishing. | 
ai The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such thing. 
HK Hip. He says they can do nothing in this kind. 
‘| The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing. 
Our sport shall be to take what they mistake: 
And what poor duty cannot do 4 
Noble respect takes it in might, not merit. 
Where Ihave come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes; 
Where I haye seen them shiver and look pale, 
Make periods in the midst of sentences, 
Throttle their practis’d accent in their fears, 
And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off, 
Not paying mea welcome. Trust me , Sweet, 
Out of this silence, yet, I pick’d a welcome; 
And in the modesty of fearful duty 
Tread as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 
Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity, 
In least speak most, to my capacity. 


Enter Puirosrrare. 
Philost. So please your grace, the prologue is addrest. 
The. Let him approach. [Flourish of trumpets. 


Enter the Protogur. 
Prol. ‘If we offend, it is with our good will. 
That you should think, we come not to offend , 
But with good-will. To show our simple skill, 
That is the true beginning of our end. 
Consider then, we come but in despite. 
We do not come as minding to content you, 
Our true intent is. All for your delight, 
We are not here. That you should here repent you, 
The actors are at hand; and , by their show, 
You shall know all, that you are like to know.” 
The. This fellow doth not stand upon points. 
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Lys. He hath rid his prologue like a rough colt; he knows 
not the stop. A good moral, my lord: it is not enough to speak, 
but to speak true. 

Hip. (Indeed, he hath played on this prologue, iike a child 
on arecorder; a sound! but not in goyernment. 

The. His speech was like a tangled chain , 

Nothing impair’d, but all disordered. 
Who is next? 


Enter Pyramus and Tutssr, Wall, Moonshine, and Lion, as 
in dumb show. 


Prol. ‘‘Gentles, perchance, you wonder at this show; 
But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 
This man is Pyramus, if you would know; 
This beauteous lady Thisby is, certain, 
This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 
Wall, that vile wall which did these lovers sunder; 
And through wall’s chink, poor souls, they are content 
To whisper, at the which let no man wonder. 
This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of thorn, 
Presenteth moonshine ; for, if you will know, 
By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn e 
To meet at Ninus’ tomb, there, there to woo. 
This grisly beast, “which Hon hight by name, 
The trusty Thisby, coming first by night, 
Did scare away, or rather did affright : 
And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall, 
Which lion vile with bloody mouth did stain. 
Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth and tall, 
And finds his trusty Thisby’s mantle slain: 
Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 
He brayely broach’d his boiling bloody breast; 
And Thisby, tarrying in mulberry shade, 
His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest, 
Let lion, moonshine, wall, and lovers twain, 
At Jarge discourse, while here they do remain.” 
[Exeunt Pro. Tursse, Lion, and Moonshine. 
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eae The. -Uwonder, if the lion be to speak. 
i Dem. No wonder, my lord: 
One lion may, when many asses do. 


4 Wall. ‘‘In this same interlude, it doth befal, 
( ThatI, one Snout by name, present a wall; 
‘ais And sucha wall, as I would have you think, 
That had in ita cranny’d hole, or chink, 
re Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 
ae Did whisper often very secretly. 
This lime, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth show 
That Iam that same wall: the truth is so; 
And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 
Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper.” 
The. Would you desire lime and hair to speak better? 
Dem. It is the wittiest partition that ever I heard discourse 
my lord. 


The. Pyramus draws near the wall: silence! 


Enter Pyramus. 
Pyr. ‘‘O, grim-look’d night! O, night with hue so black ! 
O night, which ever art, when day is not! 
Onight! Onight! alack, alack, alack! 
I fear my Thisby’s promise is forgot. — 
And thou, O wall! Osweet, O lovely wall! 
That stand’st between her father’s ground and mine; 
Thou wall, O wall! O sweet, and lovely wall! 
Show me thy chink to blink through with mine eyne. 
[Wall holds up his fingers. 
Thanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well for this! 
But what see I? No Thisby do I see. 
O wicked wall! through whom I see no bliss; 
Curst be thy stones for thus deceiving me!” 
The. The wall, methinks, being sensible, should curse 
again. 
Pyr. No, in truth, Sir, he should not, — ‘*Deceiving me,” 
is Thisby’s cue: she is to enter now, and Iam to spy her through 
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the wall. You shall see, it will fall pat as 1 told you. — Yonder H 3 
she comes. 


Enter THisBE. aH 
This. ‘*O wall, full often hast thou heard my moans, H 
For parting my fair Pyramus and me: . i 
‘My cherry lips have often kiss’d thy stones; 
Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee.” 
Pyr. ‘‘Iseea voice: now will Ito the chink, 
To spy an I can hear my Thisby’s face. 
Thisby!” 
This. ‘‘My love! thou art my love, I think.” 
Pyr. ‘*Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover’s grace; 
And like Limander am I trusty still.” 
This. ‘‘And Llike Helen, till the fates me kill.” 
Pyr. ‘*Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true.” 
This. ‘‘As Shafalus to Procrus, {to you.” 
Pyr. ‘‘O! kiss me through the hole of this vile wall.” 
This. ‘‘\kiss the wall’s hole, not your lips at all.” 
Pyr. ‘Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me straightway?”’ 
This. ‘Tide life, ’tide death, I come without delay.” 
Wall. ‘*Thushavel, wall, my part discharged so; 
And, being done, thus wall away doth go.” 
[Exeunt Wall, Pyramus, and THIsBE. 
The. Nowis the mural down between the two neighbours, 
Dem. Noremedy, my lord, when walls are so wilful to hear 
without warning. 
Hip. This is the silliest stuff that e’er I heard, 
The. The best in this kind are but shadows; and the worst 
are no worse, if imagination amend them. | 
Hip. It must be your imagination then, and not theirs. 
The. If we imagine no worse of them, than they of them- ty 
selyes, they may pass for excellent men. Here come two noble 
beasts in, aman anda lion. 


Enter Lion and Moonshine. 
Lion. “You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear Fl 
The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on floor, | 
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Pt May now, perchance, both quake and tremble here, 
When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 
Then know, that I, one Snug the joiner, am 
A lion fell, nor else no lion’s dam: 
AH For, if I should as lion come in strife 
ee Into this place, ’t were pity on my life.” 
| The. A very gentle beast, and of a good conscience. 
1 Sats Dem. The yery best at a beast, my lord, that e’er I saw. 

Lys. This lion is a very fox for his yalour. 

The. True; and a goose for his discretion. 

Dem. Not so, my lord; for his yalour cannot carry his 
discretion, and the fox carries the goose. 

The. His discretion, Iam sure, cannot carry his yalour, for 
the goose carries not the fox. It is well: leave it to his discretion, 
and let us listen to the moon. 

Moon, ‘‘This lantern doth the horned moon present; ” 

Dem. Heshould have worn the horns on his head. 


The. Heis no crescent, and his horns are invisible within the 
circumference. 


Moon. ‘‘This lantern doth the horned moon present; 
Myself the man i’ the moon do seem to be.” 
The. This is the greatest error of all the rest. The man 
should be put into the lantern: how is it else the man i’ the moon? 
Dem. He dares not come there for the candle; for, you see, 
itis already in snuff. 
Hip. Yam aweary of this moon: would, he would change! 
The. It appears by his small light of discretion, that he is in 


the wane; but yet, in courtesy, in all reason, we must stay 
the time. 


Lys. Proceed, moon. 


Moon. AllthatThave to say, is, to tell you, that the lantern 
is the moon; I, the manin the moon; this thorn-bush, my thorn- 
bush; and this dog, my dog. 


Dem. Why, all these should be in the lantern; for all these 
are in the moon. But, silence! here comes Thisbe. 
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Enter Tursee. 
This. ‘This is old Ninny’s tomb. Where is my love?’ 


Lion. ‘‘Oh—.” [The Lion roars. — Tuisee runs off. 
Dem. Well roared, lion. 


The. Wellrun, Thisbe. 


Hip. Well shone, moon. — Truly, the moon shines with a 


good grace. [The Lion tears Tuisee’s mantle , and exit. 
The. Well moused, lion. 


Dem. And then came Pyramus. 
Lys. And so the lion vanished, 
Enter Pyramus. 
Pyr. ‘*Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny beams; 
Ithank thee, moon, for shining now so bright, 
For, by thy gracious , golden, glittering Streams, : 
I trust to take of truest Thisby sight. 
But stay ; — O spite! 
But mark, poor knight, 
What dreadful dole is here! 
Eyes, do you see? 
How can it be? 
O dainty duck! O dear' 
' Thy mantle good, 
What! stain’d with blood? 
Approach, ye furies fell! 
O fates! come, come; 
Cut thread and thrum ; 
Quail, crush, conclude, and quell! ” 
The. This passion, and the death of a dear friend, would go 
near to make a man look sad. 
Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man. 
Pyr. “O, wherefore, nature, didst thou lions frame : 
Since lion vile hath here deflour’d my dear? 
Which is — no, no — which was the fairest dame : 
That liv’d, that lov’d, that lik’d , that look’d with cheer. 
Come, tears, confound; 
Out, sword, and wound 
The pap of Pyramus; 
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Ay, that left pap, 
Where heart doth hop: — 
Thus die I, thus, thus, thus! 
Now am I dead, : 
Now am I fled; 
My Soul is in the sky: 
Tongue, lose thy light! 
Moon, take thy flight! 
Now die, die, die, die, die.” 
[ Dies. — Exit MooNSHINE. 
Dem. No die, but anace; for him; for he is but one. 
Pee Lys. Less than an ace, man, for he is dead; he is nothing. 
eect The. With the help of asurgeon, he might yet recover, and 
| ‘yet proye an ass. 
Hip. ow chance moonshine is gone, before Thisbe comes 
back and finds her lover? 

The. She will find him by starlight. — Here she comes, and 
: her passion ends the play. 
Wee eis Enter Tutspe. 
His OH Hip. Methinks, she should not use a long one for such a 
Pyramus: I hope she will be brief. 

Dem. A mote willturn the balance, which Pyramus, which 
Thisbe, is the better; he for a man, God warrant us; she fora 
woman, God bless us. 

Lys. She hath spied him already with those sweet eyes. 
| Dem. And thus she moans, videlicet. — 
ny This. ‘Asleep, my love? 

pn i What, dead, my dove? 
O Pyramus! arise: 
Speak, speak! Quite dumb? 
Dead, dead? A tomb 
ne Must cover thy sweet eyes. 
These lily lips, 
H's Wed This cherry nose, 
| te iat These yellow cowslip cheeks, 
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Are gone, are gone. 
Lovers, make moan! 
His eyes were green as leeks. 
O! sisters three, 
Come, come to me, 
With hands as pale as milk; 
Lay them in gore, 
Since you have shore 
With shears his thread of silk. 
Tongue, not a word: — 
Come, trusty sword; 
Come, blade, my breast imbrue . 
And farewell, friends. — 
Thus Thisby ends: 
Adieu, adieu, adieu.” [Dies. 

The. Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 

Dem. Ay, and wall too. 

Bot. No, I assure you; the wall is down that parted their 
fathers. Will it please you to.see the epilogue, or to hear a Bergo- 
mask dance between two of our company? 

The. No epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs no excuse. 
Never excuse, for when the players are all dead, there need none 
tobe blamed. Marry, if he that writ it, had play’d Pyramus, and 
hanged himself in Thisbe’s garter, it would have been a fine tra- 
gedy; and soit is, truly, and very notably discharged. But come, 
your Bergomask: let your epilogue alone. [ A dance. 
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve. — 

Lovers, to bed: ’t is almost fairy time. 
I fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn, 
As much as we this night have overwatch’d. 
This palpable gross play hath well beguil’d 
The heavy gait of night. — Sweet friends, to bed. — 
A fortnight hold we this solemnity, 
In nightly revels, and new jollity. 
. { Exeunt. 
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SCENE Il. : 


Enter Puck. 


Puck. Now the hungry lion roars, 
And the wolf behowls the moon; 
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All with weary task fordone. 
Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the screech-owl, screeching loud, 
Puts the wretch, that lies in woe, 

In remembrance of a shroud, 
Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves , all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his sprite, 
In the church-way paths to glide: 

And we fairies, that do run 
By the triple Hecate’s team, 
From the presence of the sun, 
Following darkness like a dream, 
Now are frolic; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow’d house: 
I am sent with broom before , 
To sweep the dust behind the door. 


Enter OpERON and Trvanta, with all their Train. 


Obe. Through the house give glimmering light, 
By the dead and drowsy fire; 

Every elf, and fairy sprite, 
Hop as light as bird from brier; 

And this ditty after me 

Sing, and dance it trippingly. 


Tita. First, rehearse your song by rote, 
To each word a warbling note: 
Hand in hand with fairy grace 
‘Will we sing, and bless this place. 
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THE SONG. 


Obe. Now, until the break of day, 
Through this house each fairy stray. 
To the best bride-bed will we, 

Which by us shall blessed be; 
And the issue there create 
Ever shall be fortunate. : 
So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loviag be; 
And the blots of nature’s hand 
Shall not in their issue stand : 
Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar, 
Nor mark prodigious, such as are 
Despised in nativity, 
Shall upon their children be. 
With this field-dew consecrate, 
Every fairy take his gait, 
And each several chamber bless, 
Through this palace with sweet peace; 
Ever shall in safety rest, 
And the owner of it blest. 
Trip away; make no stay ; 
Meet me all by break of day. 
[ Exeunt OseRon, Trvanta, and Train. 


Puck. If we shadows have offended, 
Think but this, and all is mended, 
That you have but slumber’d here, 
While these visions did appear ; 

And this weak and idle theme, 

No more yielding but a dream, 
Gentles, do not reprehend: 

If you pardon, we will mend. 

And, asI’man honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luck 

Now to ’scape the serpent’s tongue, 
We will make amends ere long, 
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Else the Puck a.liar call: 

So, good night unto you all. — 

Give me your hands, if we be friends, 

And Robin shall restore amends. [ Exit. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


Duke of Venice. LAUNCELOT GOBBO, a Clown. 
Prince of Morocco, \ Suitors to OLD GOBBO, Father to Launcelot. 
Prince of Arragon, Portia. SALERIO , a Messenger. 
ANTONIO, the Merchant of Venice: LEONARDO, Servant to Bassanio. 
BASSANIO, his Friend. BALTHAZAR . 
GRATIANO,) «.. Antonio STEPHANO, j Servants to Portia, 
SALANIO, Friends to ntonio 

SALARINO,) nd Bassanio. — por TTA, a rich Heiress. 
LORENZO, in love with Jessica. © NERISSA, her Waiting-woman. 
SHYLOCK, a Jew: JESSICA, Daughter to Shylock. 


TUBAL, a Jew, his Friend. 


Magnificoes of Venice, Officers of the Court of Justice, Jailors, 
Servants, and other Attendants. 


SCENE, partly at Venice ‘ and partly at Belmont. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
Venice. A Street. 


Enter ANron1Io, SALARINO, and SALANIO. 

Ant. -In sooth, I know not why I am so sad. 
It wearies me: you say, it wearies you; 
But how I caught it, foundit, or came by it, 
What stuff ’t is made of, whereof it is born, 
Iam to learn; 
And such a want-wit sadness makes of me, 
That I haye much ado to know myself. 

Salar. Your mind is tossing on the ocean, 
There, where your argosies with portly sail, 
Like signiors and rich burghers on the flood, = 
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Or, asit were, the pageants of the sea, 
Do overpeer the petty traffickers , 

That curt’sy to them, do them reverence, 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. 


Salan. Believe me, Sir, had I such venture forth 
The better part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass to know where sits the wind, 
Peering in maps for ports, and piers, and roads; 
And every object that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make me sad. 
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Salar. | My wind, cooling my broth, 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
‘What harm a wind too great might do at sea. 
I should not see the sandy hour-glass run, 
But I should think of shallows and of flats, 
And see my wealthy Andrew dock’d in sand, 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs , 
To kiss her burial. Should I go to church, 
And see the holy edifice ef stone, 
And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks, 
Which touching but my gentle vessel's side, 
Would scatter all her spices on the stream, 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks, 
And, ina word, but even now worth this, 
And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought 
To think on this, and shall I lack ihe thought, 
That such a thing bechanc’d would make me sad? 
But, tell not me: Iknow,. Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandize. 


Ant. Believe me, no. I thank my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted, 
Nor to one place; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year: 
Therefore, my merchandize makes me not sad. 
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Salan. Why, then you are in love. 

Ant. Fie, fie! 

Salan. Notin love neither? Then Jet’s say, you aresad, i 
Because you are not merry; and ’t were as easy i 
For you to laugh, and leap, and say, you are merry, i 
Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed Janus, i 
Nature hath fram’d strange fellows in her time: i 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh, like parrots, ata bag-piper; 

And other of such vinegar aspect, 
That they ’Il not show their teeth in way of smile, 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 


Enter BASSANIO, LORENZO, and GRATIANO. 


Salan. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble kinsman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenzo. Fare you well: 
We leave you now with better company. 
Salar. would have stay’d till Thad made you merry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 
Ant. Your worth is very dear in my regard. 
¥take it, your own business calls on you, 
And you embrace the occasion to depart. 
Salar. Good morrow, my good lords. 
Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh? Say, when? 
You grow exceeding strange: must it be so? 
Salar. We’ll make our leisures to attend on yours. 
[ Exeunt SALARINO and SALANIO. 
Lor. My lord Bassanio, since you have found Antonio, 
We two will leave you; but at dinner-time, 
I pray you, have in miad where we must meet. 
Bass. Iwill not fail you. 
Gra. You look not well, signior Antonio; 
You have too much respect upon the world: 
They lose it, that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are marvellously chang’d. 
Ant, hold the world but as the world, Gratiano ; 
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Ne A stage, where every man must playa part, 
ait And mine a sad one. 
ey Gra. Let me play the fool: 
ve With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come, 
1) eae And let my liver rather heat with wine, 
aN Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
| Why should a man, whose blood is warm within, 
met Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster? 
Hi) Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice 
| By being peevish? I tell thee what, Antonio, — 
Iloye thee, and it is my love that speaks; — 
There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond, 
nt And do a wilful stillness entertain , 
With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit; 
As who should say, “I am Sir Oracle, 
And, when I ope my lips, let no dog bark!” 
O! my Antonio, I do know of these, 
That therefore only are reputed wise, 
For saying nothing; when, I am very sure, 
If they should speak, would almost damn those ears, 
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 
J ’}l tell thee more of this another time: 
But fish not, with this melancholy bait, 
For this fool-gudgeon, this opinion, — 
Come, good Lorenzo. — Fare ye well, awhile: 
T’ll end my exhortation after dinner. 
Lor. Well, we willleave you, then, till dinner-time. 
I must be one of these same dumb wise men, 
For Gratiano never lets me speak. 
Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more, 
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue. 
Ant. Farewell: 1’ll grow a talker for this gear. 
Gra. Thanks, i’ faith; for silence is only commendable 
In a neat’s tongue dried, and a maid not yendible. 
[ Exeunt Grariano and LoRENzO. 
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Ant. Itis that: — any thing now. 
Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, more than 
any man in all Venice. His reasons are as two grains of wheat hid 
in two bushels of chaff: you shall seek all day ere you find them; 
and when you have them, they are not worth the search. 
Ant. Well; tell me now, what lady is the same 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage , 
That you to-day promis’d to tell me of? 
Bass. ’Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 
How much I have disabled mine estate, 
By something showing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance: 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d 
From such a noble rate; but my chief care 
Is to come fairly off from the great debts, 
Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 
Hath left me gaged.. To you, Antonio, 
I owe the most, in money, and in love; 
And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburthen all my plots and purposes, 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 
Ant. IUpray you, good Bassanio, let me know it; 
And ifit stand, as you yourself still do, 
Within the eye of honour, be assur’d, 
My purse, my person, my extremest means, 
Lie all unlock’d to your occasions. 
Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one shaft, 
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight 
The self-same way with more advised watch, 
To find the other forth; and by adventuring both, 
Toft found both. Iurge this childhood proof, 
Because what follows is pure innocence. 
I owe you much, and, like a wilful youth, 
That which ‘I owe is lost; but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 
As I will watch the aim, or to find both, 
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Or bring your latter hazard back again, 
And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 
Ant. You know me well, and herein spend but time, 
To wind about my love with circumstance; 
And, outofdoubt, you do me now more wrong, 
In making question of my uttermost, 
Than if you had made waste of all I haye: 
Then, do but say to me what I should do, 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And Iam prest unto it: therefore, speak. 
Bass.. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 
And she is fair, and, fairer than that word, 
Of wondrous virtues: sometimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechless messages. 
Her name is Portia; nothing undervalued 
To Cato’s daughter, Brutus’ Portia, 
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth, 
For the four winds blow in from every coast 
Renowned suitors; and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece; 
Which makes her seat of Belmont Colchos’ strand, 
And many Jasons come in quest of her. 
O, my Antonio! had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 
Thaye a mind presages me such thrift, 
That I should questionless be fortunate. YR 
Ant. Thou know’st, that all my fortunes are at sea; 
Neither have ILmoney, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum: therefore, go forth; 
Try what my credit can in Venice do: 
That shall be rack’d, even to the ultermost, 
To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 
Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 
Where money is, and I no question make, 
To have it of my trust, or for my sake. 
[Eaxeunt. 
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SCENE IL. 
Belmont. An Apartment in Portia’s House. 
Enter Portia and NERISSA. 


Por. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is aweary of this 
great world. 

Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your miseries were in 
the same abundance as your good fortunes are. And, yet, for 
aught I see, they are as sick, that surfeit with too much, as they 
that starve with nothing: it is no mean happiness, therefore, to be 
seated in the mean: superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, but 
competency lives longer. 

Por. Good sentences, and well pronounced. 

Ner. They would be better, if well followed. 

Por. If to do were as easy as to know what were good to do, 
chapels had been churches, and poor men’s cottages princes’ pa- 
laces. It is a good divine that follows his own instructions: I can 
easier teach twenty what were good to be done, than. be one of the 
twenty to follow mine own teaching. The brain may devise laws 
for the blood; but a hot temper leaps o’er acold decree: sucha 
hareis madness, the youth, to skip o’er the meshes of good counsel, 
‘the cripple. But this reasoning is not in the fashion to choose me 
a husband. — O me! the word choose! I may neither choose 
whom I would, nor refuse whom I dislike; so is the will ofa living 
daughter curbed by the will of a dead father. —Is it not hard, Ne- 
rissa, that I cannot choose one, nor refuse none? — 

Ner. Your father was eyer virtuous, and holy men at their 
death have good inspirations; therefore, the lottery, that he hath 
devised in these three chests of gold, silver, and lead (whereof who 
chooses his meaning, chooses you), will, no doubt, never be chosen 
by any rightly, but one whom you shall rightly love. But what 
warmth is there in your affection towards any of these princely 
suitors that are already come? 

Por. I pray thee, over-name them, and as thou namest them, 
I will describe them; and, according to my description, leyel at my 
affection. 

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 
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Por. Ay, that’s acolt, indeed, for he doth nothing but talk 
of his horse; and he makes it a great appropriation to his own good 
parts, that he can shoe him himself. Iam much afraid, my lady 
his mother played false with a smith. 

Ner. Then, is there the county Palatine. 

Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who should say, “An 
you will not: have me, choose.” He hears merry tales, and 
smiles not: I fear he will prove the weeping philpsopher when he 
grows old, being so full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. I 
had rather be married to a death’s head with a bone in his mouth, 
than to either of these. God defend me from these two! 

Ner. How say you by the French lord, Monsieur Le Bon? 

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pass for a man. 
In truth, I know it is a sin to be amocker; but, he! why, he hath 
a horse better than the Neapolitan’s; a better bad habit of frown- 
ing than the count Palatine: he is every man in no man; if a 
throstle sing, he falls straight a capering: he will fence with his 
own shadow. IfI should marry him, Ishould marry twenty hus- 
bands. If he would despise me, I would forgiye him; for if he 
love me to madness, I shall never requite him. 

Wer. What say you, then, to Faulconbridge, the young 
baron of England? 

Por. You know, I say nothing to him, for he understands 
not me, nor I him: he hath neither Latin, French, nor Italian; 
and you will come into the court and swear, that I have a poor 
penny-worth in the English. He is a proper man’s picture; but, 
alas! who can converse with a dumb show? How oddly he is 
suited! I think, he bought his doublet in Italy, his round hose 
in France, his bonnet in Germany, and his behaviour every 
where. 

Ner. What think you of the Scottish-lord, his neighbour? 

Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him; for he bor- 
rowed a box of the ear of the Englishman, and swore he would 
pay him again, when he was able: I think, the Frenchman became 
his surety, and sealed under for another. 


Ner. How like you the young German, the duke of Saxony’s 
nephew? 
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Por. Very vilely in the morning, when he is sober, and 
most vilely in the afternoon, when he is drunk: when he is best, 
he is alittle worse than a man; and when he is worst, he is little 
better than a beast. An the worst fall that ever fell, I hope, I 
shall make shift to go without him. 

Ner. Ifhe should offer to choose, and choose the right casket, 
you should refuse to perform your father’s will, if you should re- 
fuse to accept him. 

Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray thee, set a 
deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contrary casket; for, if the 
devil be within, and that temptation without, I know he will 
choose it. I will do any thing, Nerissa, ere I will be married to 
a spunge. 

Ner. Youneed not fear, lady, the having any of these lords: 
they have acquainted me‘ with their determinations; ‘which is 
indeed ,-to return to their home, and to trouble you with no more 
suit, unless you may be won by some other sort than your father’s 
imposition, depending on the caskets. 

Por. If 1 live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as chaste as 
Diana, unless I be obtained by the manner of my father’s will. I 
am glad this parcel of wooers are so reasonable; for there is not 
one among them but I dote on his yery absence, and I pray God 
grant them a fair departure. 

Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your father’s time, a 
Venetian, ascholar, and a soldier, that came hither in company 
of the Marquis of Montferrat? 

Por. Yes, yes; it was Bassanio: as I think, so was he 
called. 

Nem. True, madam: he, of all the men that ever my foolish 
eyes looked upon, was the best deserving a fair lady. 


Por, I remember him well, and I remember him worthy of 
thy praise. — How now? what news? 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. The four strangers seek for you, madam, to take their 
leave; and there is a forerunner come from a fifth, the prince of 
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Morocco, who brings word, the prince, his master, will be here 
to-night. 

Por. IfIcould bid the fifth welcome with so good heart, as I 
can bid the other four farewell, I should be glad of his approach: 
if he have the condition ofa saint, and the complexion of a deyil, . 
I had rather he should shrive me than wive me. Come, Nerissa. 
— Sirrah, go before. — Whiles we shut the gate upon one wooer, 
another knocks at the door. (Laeunt. 


SCENE il. , 
Venice. A public Place. 


Enter BASSANIO and SHYLOCK. 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — well. 

Bass. Ay, Sir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months , — well. 

Bass. For the which, asI told you, Antonio shall be bound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound, — well. 

Bass. May you stead me? Will you pleasure me? Shall I 
know your answer? 

Shy. Three thousand ducats for three months, and Antonio 
bound. 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Haye you heard any imputation to the contrary? 

Shy. Ho! no, no, no, no: —my meaning, in saying he is 
a good man, is to have you understand me, thathe is sufficient; 
yet his means are in supposition. He hath an argosy bound to 
Tripolis, another to the Indies: I understand moreover upon the 
Rialto, he hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England, and other 
ventures he hath squandered abroad; but ships are but boards, 
sailors but men: there be land-rats, and water-rats, water- 
thieves, and land-thieves; I mean, pirates: and then, there is the 
peril of waters, winds, and rocks. The manis, notwithstanding, 
sufficient: three thousand ducats. — I think, I may take his 
bond. 

Bass. Be assured you may. 
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Shy. I willbe assured, I may; and, that I may be assured, | 
Iwill bethink me. May I speak with Antonio? | 
Bass. fit please you to dine with us. ' 
Shy. Yes, tosmell pork; to eat of the habitation which your i 
prophet, the Nazarite, conjured the devil into. I will buy with 
you, sell with you, talk with you, walk with you, and so follow- 
ing; but I will not eat with you, drink with you, nor pray with it 
you. What news on the Rialto? — Who is he comes here? i 
Enter ANTONIO. . 
Bass. This is signior Antonio. 
Shy. [Aside.] How like a fawning publican he looks! 
I hate him for he is a Christian ; 
But more, for that, in low simplicity, 
He lends out'money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our sacred nation; and he rails, 
Even there where merchants most do congregate, 
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 
Which he calls interest. Cursed be my tribe, 
If I forgive him! 
Bass. Shylock, do you hear? 
Shy. Yam debating of my present store, 
And, by the near guess of my memory, 
I cannot instantly raise up the gross 
Of full three thousand ducats. What of that? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 
Will furnish me. But soft! how many months 
Do you desire? — Rest you fair, good signior; 


[To Anronto. 
Your worship was the last man in our mouths. 


Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow, 
By taking, nor by giving of excess, 
Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend, 
Ill break a custom. — Is he yet possess’d, 
How much you would? 
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ae Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats. 
bay Ant. And for three months. 
4 Shy. Uhad forgot: — three months; you told me so. 
Wellthen, your bond; and let me see — But hear you: 
Methought, you said, you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon advantage. 
ne Ant, I do never use it. 
ee Shy. ° When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban’s sheep , 
aes be This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wise mother wrought in his behalf,) 
The third possessor; ay, he was the third. 
Ant. And what of him? did he take interest? 
Shy. No, not take interest; not, as you would say, 
Directly interest: mark what Jacob did. 
When Laban and himself were compromis’d, 
That all the eanlings which were streak’d, and pied, 
Should fall as Jacob’s hire, the ewes, being rank, 
In end of autumn turned to the rams; 
And when the work of generation was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act, 
The skilful shepherd peel’d me certain wands, 
And, in the doing of the deed of kind, 
He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes, 
Who, then conceiving, did in edning time 
Fall party-colour’d lambs, and those were Jacob’s. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was blest: 
And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. 
Ant. This was a venture, Sir, that Jacob sery’d for; 
A thing not in his power to bring to pass, 
But sway’d, and fashion’d by the hand of heaven. 
Was this inserted to make interest good? 
Or is your gold and silver, ewes and rams? 
Shy. Icannot tell: I make it breed as fast. — 
But note me, signior. 
Ant. Mark you this, Bassanio, 
The devil can cite scripture for his purpose. 
An eyil soul, producing holy witness, 
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Is like a villain with a smiling cheek, 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 
O, what a goodly outside falshood hath! 


Shy. Three thousand ducats; — ’t is a good round sum. 


Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate. 
Ant. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholding to you? 


Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft, 
In the Rialto, you have rated me 
About my monies, and my usances: 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug; 
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe. 
You call me — misheliever, cut-throat dog, 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine, 
And all for use of that which is mine own. 
Wellthen, it now appears, you need my help: 
Goto then; you come to me, and you say, 
‘‘Shylock, we would have monies: ” you Say SO; 
You, that did yoid your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot me as you spurn a Stranger cur 
Over your threshold: monies is your suit. 
What should I say to you? Should I not say, 
‘‘ Hath a dog money? Is it possible, 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats?” or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman’s key, 
With ’bated breath, and whispering humbleness, 
Say this: — 
‘‘Fair Sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last; 
You spurn’d me sucha day; another time 
You call’d me dog; and for these courtesies 
Il] lend you thus much monies?” 


Ant. Yam as like to call thee so again, 
To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends; for when did friendship take 
A breed for barren metal of his friend? 
But lend it rather to thine enemy ; 
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Who ifhe break, thou may’st-with better face 
Exact the penalty. 
Shy. Why, look you, how you storm! 
I would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forget the shames that you have stain’d me with, 
Supply your present wants; and take no doit 
Of usance for my monies, 
And you Il not hear me. This is kind I offer, 
Ant. This were kindness. 
Shy. This kindness will I show 
Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond; and, ina merry sport, 
If you repay me not on sucha day, 
To sucha place, such sum or sums as are 
Express’d in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 
Ant. Content, in faith: I ll seal to such a bond, 
And say there is much kindness in the Jew. 
Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for me: 
I'l] rather dwell in my necessity. 
Ant. Why, fear not,.man; I will not forfeit it: 
Within these two months, that ’s a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 
Shy. O, father Abraham! what these Christians are, 
Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others! — Pray you, tell me this; 
If he should break his day, what should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture? 
A pound of man’s flesh, taken from aman ; 
Is not so estimable’, profitable neither, 
As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. Isay, 
To buy his favour I extend this friendship: 
If he will take it , so; ifnot, adieu; 
And, for my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 
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Ant. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond. 
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary’s. 
Give him direction for this merry bond, 
And I will go and purse the ducats straight; 
See to my house, left in the fearful guard 
Of an unthrifty knave, and presently 
I will be with you. (Exit. 
Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew. 
The Hebrew will turn Christian: he grows kind. 
Bass, Ilike not fair terms, and a villain’s mind. 
Ant, Come on: in this there can be no dismay, 
My ships come home a month before the day. [Exeunt. 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 


Belmont. An Apartment in Porrra’s House. 


Enter the Prince of Morocco, and his followers; Porta, 
Nerissa, and other of her Train. Flourish Cornets. 
Mor. Mislike me not for my complexion, 
The shadow’d livery of the burnish’d sun, 
To whom I am a neighbour , and near bred. 
Bring me the fairest creature northward born, 
Where Phoebus’ fire scarce thaws the icicles , 
And let us make incision for your love, 
To prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine. 
I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 
Hath fear'd the valiant: by my love, I swear, 
The best regarded virgins of our clime 
Have loy’dit too. I would not change this hue, 
Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 
Por. In terms of choice I am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes: 
Besides, the lottery of my destiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing; 
But, if my father had not scanted me, 
And hedg’d me by his wit, to yield myself 
I. 
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Wee His wife who wins me by that means I told you, 
ne Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair, 
As any comer I have look’d on yet, 
Be For my affection. 
Mor. Even for that I thank you: 
Therefore, Ipray you, lead me to the caskets, 
To try my fortune. By this scimitar, — 
Nae Hy That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince, 
a That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, — 
I would out-stare the sternest eyes that look, 
Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth, 
Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 
To win thee, lady. But, alas the while! 
If Hercules and Lichas play at dice, 
Which is the better man? the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand: 
So is Alcides beaten by his page; 
And so may I, blind fortune leading me, 
~ Miss that which one unworthier may attain, 
And die with grieving. 
Por. You must. take your chance; 
' And either not attempt to choose at all, 
Or swear before you choose, if you choose wrong, 
Never to speak to lady afterward 
In way of marriage: therefore be adyis’d. 
Mor. Nor willnot: come, bring me unto my chance. 
Por. First, forward to the temple: after dinner 
Your hazard shall be made. 


Mor. Good fortune then, [Cornets. 
To make me blest, or cursed’st among men! [Exeunt. 
SCENE II. 


Venice. A Street. 


Enter LAUNCELOT GoxBBO. 
Laun. Certainly, my conscience will serve me to run from 
this Jew, my master. The fiend is at mine elbow, and tempts 
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me, saying tome, ‘‘Gobbo, Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot, 
or good Gobbo, or good Launcelot Gobbo, use your legs, take 
the start, run away:” My conscience says, — ‘‘No; take heed, 
honest Launcelot; take heed, honest Gobbo;” or, as aforesaid, 
‘honest Lauucelot Gobbo; do not run; scorn running with thy 
heels.” Well, the most courageous fiend bids me pack; ‘‘ Via!” 
says the fiend; “away!” says the fiend; ‘‘for the heavens, rouse 
up a braye mind,” says the fiend, ‘‘and run.” ‘Well, my con- 
science, hanging about the neck of my heart, says yery wisely to 
me, — ‘‘My honest friend Launcelot, being an honest man’s 
son,”’— or rather an honest woman’s son;— for, indeed, my 
father did something smack, something grow to, he had a kind of 
taste: — well, my conscience says, ‘‘Launcelot, budge not.” 
**Budge,” says the fiénd: ‘‘budge not,” says my conscience. 
Conscience, say I, you counsel well; fiend, sayI, you counsel 
well: to be ruled by my conscience, I should stay with the Jew 
my master, who (God bless the mark!) isa kind of devil; and, 
to run away from the Jew, I should be ruled by the fiend, who, 
saying your reyerence, is the devil himself. Certainly, the Jew is 
the very devil incarnation; and, in my conscience, my conscience 
is but a kind of hard conscience to offer to counsel me to stay with 
the Jew. The fiend gives the more friendly counsel: I will run, 
fiend; my heels are at your commandment; I willrun. 


Enter Old Gosno, with a Basket.: 

Gob. Master, young man, you; I pray you, which is the 
way to master Jew’s? 

Laun. [Aside.] O heavens! this is my true begotten father, 
who, being more than sand-blind, high-grayel blind, knows me 
not: — I will try confusions with him. 

Gob. Master, young gentleman, I pray you, which is the 
way to master Jew’s? 

Laun. Turn up on your right hand at the next turning, but at 
the next turning of all, on your left; marry, at the very next 
turning, turn of no hand, but turn down indirectly to the Jew’s 
house. 

Gob. By God’s sonties, ’t will be a hard way to hit. Can 
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you tell me whether one Launcelot, that dwells with him, dwell 
with him, or no? 

Laun. Talk you of young master Launcelot? — [Aside.] 
Mark me now; now willl raise the waters. —[Tohim.] Talk 
you of young master Launcelot? 

Gob. No master, Sir, but a poor man’s son: his father, 
though I say it, is an honest exceeding poor man; and, God be 
thanked, well to live. 

Laun. Well, let his father be what a’ will, we talk of young 
master Launcelot. 

Gob. Your worship’s friend, and Launcelot, Sir. 

Laun. But I pray you,. ergo, old man, ergo, I beseech 
you, talk you of young master Launcelot? 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an’t please your mastership. 

Laun, Ergo, master Launcelot. Talk not of master Laun- 
celot, father; for the young gentleman (according to fates and 
destinies, and such odd sayings, the sisters three, and such 
branches of learning,) is, indeed, deceased; or, as you would 
say, in plain terms, gone to heaven. 

Gob. Marry, God forbid! the boy was the very staff of my 
age, my Very prop. 

Laun. {Aside.] Do I look like a cudgel, ora hoyel-post, a 
staff, ora prop? —[Jo him.] Doyou knowme, father? 

Gob. Alack the day! I know you not, young gentleman; 
but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy, (God rest his soul!) alive, 
or dead? 

Laun. Do you not know me, father? 

Gob. Alack, Sir, Iam sand-blind; I know you not. 

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you might fail of 
the knowing me: it is a wise father that knows his own child. 
Well, old man, I will tell you news of your son, [Hneels.] Give 
me your blessing: truth will come to light; murder cannot be hid 
Jong, aman’s son may, but in the end truth will out. 

Gob. Pray you, Sir, stand up. I am sure you are not 
Launcelot, my boy. 

Laun. Pray you, Jet’s haye no more fooling about it, but 
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give me your blessing: Iam Launcelot, your boy that was, your 
son thatis, your child that shall be. 


Gob, Icannot thiak you are my son. 


Laun. Iknow not what I shall think of that; but Iam Laun— 
celot, the Jew’s man, and, I am sure, Margery, your wife, is 
my mother. 

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed: I’ll be sworn, if thou 
be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and blood. Lord! wor- 
shipp’d might he be! what a beard hast thou got: thou hast got 
more hair on-thy chin, than Dobbin my phill-horse has on his 
tail. 

Laun. Yt should seem, then, that Dobbin’s tail grows 
backward: I am sure he had more hair of his tail, than I have of 
my face , when I last saw him. 

Gob. Lord! how art thou changed! How dost thou and thy 
master agree? I have brought him a present. How agree you 
now ? 

Laun. Well, well; but, for mine own part, as I have set up 
my rest torun away, soI will not rest till I have run some ground. 
My master ’s a yery Jew: giye hima present! give hima halter: I 
am famish’d in his service; you may tell every finger I have with 
myribs. Father, Iam glad you are come: give me your present 
to one master Bassanio, who, indeed, gives rare new liveries, 
If I serye not him, I will run as far as God has any ground. — O 
rare fortune! here comes the man: —to him, father; for I am a 
Jew, if I serve the Jew any longer. 


Enter Bassanio, with LEonarnbDo, and Followers. 


Bass, Youmay do so; — but let it be so hasted, that supper 
be ready at the farthest by five of the clock, See these letters 
delivered: put the liveries to making, and desire Gratiano to 
come anon to my lodging. [Exit a Servant. 

Laun. Tohim, father. 

Gob, God bless your worship! 

Bass. Gramercy. Would’st thou aught with me? 

Gob. Here’s my son, Sir, a poor boy, — 
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Laun. Not a poor boy, Sir, but the rich Jew’s man, that 
would, Sir, — as my father shall specify. 

Gob. He hath a great infection, Sir, as one would say, to 
serve — 

Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, L serve the Jew, 
and have a desire , — as my father shall specify. 

Gob. His master and he (saving your worship’s reverence, ) 
are scarce cater-cousins. 

Laun. To be brief, the very truthis, that the Jew having 
done me wrong, doth cause me, — as my father, being, I hope, 
an old man, shall frutify unto you. 


Gob. I have here a dish of doves, that I would bestow upon 
your worship; and my suit is, — 

Laun. In yery brief, the suit is impertinent to myself, as 
your lordship shall know by this honest old man; and, thoughI 
say it, though old man, yet, poor man, my father. 

Bass. One speak for both. — What would you? 

Laun. Serve you, Sir. 

Gob. That is the very defect of the matter, Sir. 

Bass. I know thee well: thou hast obtain'd thy suit. 

Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day, 
And hath preferr’d thee; if it be preferment, 
To leave a rich Jew’s service, to become 

The follower of so poor a gentleman. 

Laun. The old proverb is very well parted between my master 
Shylock and you, Sir: you have the grace of God, Sir, and he 
hath enough. 

Bass. Thou speak’st it well. — Go, father, with thy son. — 
Take leave of thy old master, and inquire 
My lodging out. — Give hima livery [To his followers. 
More guarded than his fellows’: see it done. 

Laun. Father, in. — I cannot get a service, —no; I have 
ne’er atongue in my head. — Well: [Looking on his palm;] if 
any man in Italy have a fairer table, which doth offer to swear 
upon a book. — I shall haye good fortune. — Go to; here’s a 
simple line of life! here ’s a small trifle of wives: alas! fifteen 
Wives is nothing: eleven widows, and nine maids, is a simple 
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coming-in for one man; and then, to ’scape drowning thrice, int 
and to be in peril of my life with the edge of a feather-bed: — ij ce 
here are simple ‘scapes! Well, if fortune bea woman, she’sa i 
good wench for this gear. — Father, come; 1’ll take myleaye of ih 
the Jew in the twinkling of an eye. i 
[Exeunt Launcexor and Old Gobo. i 
Bass. Upray thee, good Leonardo, think on this. i 
These things being bought, and orderly bestow’d, } 
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night 
My best-esteem’d acquaintance: hie thee; go. 
Leon. My best endeavours shall be done herein. 


Enter GRATIANO. 


Gra. Where is your master? 
Leon. Yonder, Sir, he walks. 
[Exit LEONARDO. 
Gra. Signior Bassanio! .. 
Bass. Gratiano. 
Gra. havea suit to you. 
Bass. You have obtain’d it. 
Gra. Youmust not deny me. I must go with you to Belmont. 
Bass. Why, then you must; but hear thee, Gratiano. 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of yoice; — 
Parts, that become thee happily enough, 
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 
But where thou art not known, why, there they show, 
Something too liberal. Pray thee, take pain 
To allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit, lest through thy wild behaviour, 
I be misconstrued in the place I go to, 
And lose my hopes. 
Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear me: 
If I do not put on a sober habit, 
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely; 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mineeyes i 
Thus with my hat, andsigh, and say amen, 
By he ) 
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Use all the observance of civility, 
Like one well studied in a sad ostent 
To please his grandam, never trust me more. 
Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing. 
Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night; you shall not gage me 
By what we do to-night. 
Bass. No, that were pity. 
I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldest suit of mirth , for we have friends 
That purpose merriment. But fare you well, 
I have some business. 
Gra. And I must to Lorenzo , and the rest; 
But we will visit you at supper-time. 


SCENE III. 
The Same. A Room in Sayocx’s House. 


Enter Jessica and LAUNCELOT. 
Jes. Tam sorry, thou wilt leaye my father so: 
Our house is hell, and thou » amerry devil, 
Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness. 
But fare thee well; thereis a ducat for thee. 
And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s guest; 
Give him this letter; do it secretly, 
And so farewell: I would not have my father 
See me in talk with thee. 


Laun. Adieu! — tears exhibit my tongue. — Most beautiful 
pagan, — most sweet Jew! If a Christian do not play the kn 
and get thee, I am much deceived : but, adieu! these foolish drops 
do somewhat drown my manly spirit: adiew! [Eait. 

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot, — 

Alack, what heinous sin is it in me, 

To be asham’d to be my father’s child! 

But though I ama daughter to his blood, 

Tam not to his manners. O Lorenzo! 

If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife, 

Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. 


[Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 
The Same. A Street. 


Enter GRATIANO, LORENZO, SALARINO, and SALANIO. 
Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time, 
Disguise us at my lodging, and return 
Allin an hour. 
Gra. We have not made good preparation. 
Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch-bearers. 
Salan. °T is vile, dnless it may be quaintly order’d, 
And better, in my mind, not undertook. 


Lor. ’T is now but four o’clock: we have two hours 
To furnish us. — 


Enter LAUNCELOT, with a letter. 


Friend Launcelot, what ’s the news? 
Laun. Anit shall please you to break up this, it shall seem to 
signify. [Giving a letter. 
Lor. know the hand: in faith, ’tis a fair hand; 
And whiter than the paper it-writ on, 
Is the fair hand that writ. 
Gra. Lovye-news, in faith. 
Laun. By your leave, Sir. 
Lor. Whither goest thou? 
Laun. Marry, Sir, to bid my old master, the Jew, to sup to- 
night with my new master, the Christian. 
Lor. Hold here, take this. — Tell gentle Jessica, 
I will not fail her : — speak it privately; 
Go. — Gentlemen, 
Will you prepare you for this masque to-night? 
Iam provided of a torch-bearer. 
Salar, Ay, marry, I’ll be gone about it straight. 
Salan. And so will 1, 


[Exit LAUNCELOT, 


Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano, 
At Gratiano’s lodging some hour hence. 
Salar, ’T is good we do so. [Exeunt Satan. and SALAN. 


Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica? 
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Lor. Imust needs tell thee all. She hath directed, 
How I shall take her from her father’s house; 
What gold, and jewels, she is furnish’d with; 
What page’s suit she hath in readiness. 
If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven, 
It will be for his gentle daughter’s sake ; 
And never dare misfortune cross her foot, 
Unless she do it under this excuse, 
That she is issue to a faithless Jew, 
Come, go with me: peruse this, as thou goest. 
Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. [Eaeunt. 


SCENE V. 
The Same. Before SHyLocx’s House. 


Enter SHYLOcK and LAUNCELOT. 


Shy. Well, thou shalt see; thy eyes shall be thy judge, 
The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio. — 
What, Jessica! — thou shalt not gormandize, 
As thou hast done with me; — What, Jessica! — 
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out. — 
Why, Jessica, I say! 
Laun. Why, Jessica! 
Shy. Who bids thee call? I do not bid thee call. 
Laun. Your worship was wontto tell me, that I could do 
nothing without bidding. 


Enter JESSICA. 


Jes, Call you? What is your will? 
Shy. Iam bid forth to supper, Jessica: 
There are my keys. — But wherefore should I go? 
I am not bid for love; they flatter me: 
But yet Ill goin hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian. — Jessica, my girl, 
Look to my house: — Fam right loath to go. 
There is some ill a brewing towards my rest, 
For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 
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Laun. beseech you, Sir, go: my young master doth expect 
your reproach. 

Shy. So do This. 

Laun. And they haye conspired together: — I will not say, 
you shall see a masque; but if you do, then it was not for nothing 
that my nose fell a bleeding on black Monday last, at six o’clock 
i’ the morning, falling out that year on Ash-Wednesday was four 
year in the afternoon. 

Shy. What! are there masques? — Here you me, Jessica: 
Lock up my doors; and when you hear the drum, 

And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd fife, 
Clamber not you up to the casements then, 
Nor thrust your head into the public street 
To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces, 
But stop my house’s ears, I mean my casements : 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. — By Jacob’s staff, I swear, 
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night; 
But I will go. — Go you before me, sirrah: 
Say, I will come. 
Laun. Iwill go before, Sir. — Mistress, look out at window, 
for all this; 

There will come a Christian by, 

Will be worth a Jewess’ eye. [Exit Laun. 

Shy. What says that fool of Hagar’s offspring? ha! 

Jes. Wis words were, farewell, mistress; nothing else. 

Shy. The patch is kind enough; but a huge feeder, 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat: drones hive not with me; 

Therefore I part with him, and part with him 

To one that I would have him help to waste 

His borrow’d purse. — Well, Jessica, go in: 

Perhaps I will return immediately. 

Do, asI bid you; shut doors after you: 

Fast bind, fast find, 

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [Eait. 
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ia Jes. Farewell; and if my fortune be not crost, 
heme Ihave a father, you a daughter, lost. [Exit. 


Wee SCENE VI. 
Ws The Same. 
ye Enter GRatiano and SauaRino, masqued. 
Gra. This is the pent-house, under which Lorenzo 
Desir'd us to make stand. 
Salar. His hour is almost past. 
Gra. And itis marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the cleck. 
Salar. O! ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly 
To seal love’s bonds new-made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 
Gra. That ever holds: who riseth from a feast, 
With that keen appetite that he sits down? 
Where is the horse that doth untread again 
His tedious measures, with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them first? All things that are, 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d. 
How like a younker, ora prodigal, 
a The scarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
. Hugg’d and embraced by the strumpet wind! 
How like.a prodigal doth she return; 
With over-weather’d ribs, and ragged sails, 
Lean, rent, and beggar’d by the strumpet wind! 


Enter LonENzO. 
Salar. Here comes Lorenzo: — more of this hereafter. 
Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode; 
NotI, but my affairs have made you wait: 
When you shall please to play the thieves for wives, 
I'll watch as long for you then. — Approach; 
Here dwells my father Jew: — Ho! who’s within! 


Enter Jesstca above, in boy’s clothes. 
‘Jes. Who are you? Tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit I'll swear that I do know your tongue. 
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Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. . 
Jes. Lorenzo, certain; and my love, indeed, ! 
For whom loveI so much? And now who knows, 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours? = 
Lor. Heaven, and thy thoughts are witness that thou art. | ee 
Jes. Were, catch this casket: it is worth the pains. ' 
Lam glad ’tis night, you do not look on me, 
For Lam much asham’d of my exchange ; 
But love is blind, and lovers cannot see 
The pretty follies that themselves commit; 
For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 
Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer. 
Jes. What! must I hold a candle to my shames? 
They in themselves, good sooth, are too too light. 
Why, ’tis an office of discovery , love, 
And I should be obscur’d. 
Lor. So are you, sweet, 
Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 
But come at once; 
For the close night doth play the run-away, 
And we are stay’d for at Bassanio’s feast. 
Jes. Iwill make fast the doors, and gild myself 
With some more ducats, and be with you straight. 
[Exit, from above. 
Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 
Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily ; 
For she is wise, if I can judge of her, 
And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true, 
And true she is, as she hath prov’d herself; 
And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true, 
Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 


Enter JESSICA. 


What, art thou come? — On, gentlemen; away! 

Our masquing mates by this time for us stay. 
[Exit with Jessica and SALARINO, 
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1a Enter ANTONIO. 
a Ant. Who’s there? 
i) Gra. Signior Antonio? 
nM Ant. Fie, fie, Gratiano! where are all the rest? 
’T is nine o’clock ; our friends all stay for you. 
abe ty No masque to-night: the wind is come about, 
Brean) Bassanio presently will go aboard : 
ie I have sent twenty out to seek for you. 
1 aa Gra. Iam glad on’t: I desire no more delight, 
HL Than to be under sail, and gone to-night. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 
Belmont. An Apartment in Port1a’s House. 


Enter Portia, with the Prince of Morocco, and both their 
Trains. 
Por. Go, draw aside the curtains, and discoyer 
The several caskets to this noble prince. — 
Now make your choice. 
Mor. The first, of gold, who this inscription bears; 
‘‘ Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.” 
The second, silver, which this promise carries; — 
** Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves.” 
This third, dulllead, with warning all as blunt; — 
““Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.” 
How shall I know if I do choose the right? 
Por. The one of them contains my picture, prince: 
If you choose that, then I am yours with all. 
Mor. Some god direct my judgment! Let me see, 
I will survey th’ inscriptions back again: 
What says this leaden casket? 
‘* Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.” 
Must give — For what? for lead? hazard for lead? 
This casket threatens: men, that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair advantages: 
A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross: 
I'll then nor give, nor hazard, aught for lead. 
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What says the silver, with her virgin hue? 

<< Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.” 
As much as he deserves? — Pause there, Morocco, 
And weigh thy value with an eyen hand. 

If thou be’st rated by thy estimation, 

Thou dost deserve enough; and yet enough 

May not extend so far as to the lady; 

And yet to be afeard of my deserving 

Were but a weak disabling of myself. 

As much as I deserve? — Why, that’s the lady 

I doin birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding ; 

But more than these in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray’d no farther, but chose here ?— 
Let ’s see once more this saying gray’d in gold: 
‘Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.” 
Why, that’s the lady; all the world desires her: 
From the four corners of the earth they come, 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint. 
The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds 

Of wide Arabia, areas through-fares now, 

For princes to come view fair Portia: 

The watry kingdom, whose ambitious head 

Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 

To stop the foreign spirits, but they come, 

As o’er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 

Is ’tlike, that lead contains her? ’T were damnation , 
To think so base a thought: it were too gross 

To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall I think in silver she’s immur'd, 

Being ten times undervalued to tried gold? 

O-sinful thought! Neyer so rich a gem 

Was set in worse than gold. They have in England 
A coin, that bears the figure of an angel 

Stamped in gold, but that’s insculp’d upon; 

But here an angel in a golden bed 
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Lies all within. — Deliver me the key: 

Here doI choose, and thrive I as I may! 
Por, There, takeit, prince; and if my form lie there, 

Then J am yours. [He unlocks the golden casket, 
Mor. O hell! what have we here? 

A carrion death, within whose empty eye 

There is a written scroll. I ’lread the writing. 


** All that glisters is not gold; 
Often have you heard that told: 
Many a man his life hath sold, 
But my outside to behold: 
Gilded tombs do worms infold. 
Had you been as wise as bold, 
Young in limbs, in judgment old, 
Your answer had not been inscroll’d: 
Fare you well; your suit is cold.” 


Cold, indeed, and labour lost: 


Then, farewell, heat; and, welcome, frost. — 
Portia, adieu. I have too griev’d a heart 


To take a tedious leave: thus losers part. [Exit. 
Por. A gentle riddance. — Draw the curtains: go. 
Let all of his complexion choose me so, [Eveunt. 


SCENE VIII. 
Venice. A Street. 


Enter SaLarino and SALANto. 

Salar. Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail : 
With him is Gratiano gone along; 
And in their ship, I’m sure, Lorenzo is not. 

Salan. The villain Jew with outcries rais’d the duke, 
Who went with him to search Bassanio’s ship. 

Salar. He came too late, the ship was under sail: 
But there the duke was given to understand, 
That in a gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica. 
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Besides, Antonio certified the duke , 
They were not with Bassanio in his ship. 
Salan. I never heard a passion so confus’d, 
So strange, outrageous, and so variable, 
As the dog Jew did utter in the streets : 
‘¢My daughter! — O my ducats! — O my daughter! 
Fled with a Christian? — O my Christian ducats! 
Justice! the law! my ducats, and my daughter! 
A sealed bag, two sealed bags of ducats, 
Of double ducats, stol’n fram me by my daughter! 
And jewels! two stones, two rich and precious stones, 
Stol’n by my daughter! — Justice! find the girl! 
She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats!” 
Salar. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying, his stones, his daughter, and his ducats. 
Salan. Let good Antonio look he keep his day, 
Or he shall pay for this. 
Salar. Marry, well remember’d. 
T reason’d with a Frenchman yesterday , 
Who told me, in the narrow seas that part 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country, richly fraught. 
I thought upon Antonio when he told me, 
And wish’d in silence that it were not his. 
Salan. You were best to tell Antonio what you hear; 
Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 
Salar. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth. 
I saw Bassanio and Antonio part. 
Bassanio told him, he would make some speed 
Of his return: he answer’d — ‘‘Do not so; 
Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio, 
But stay the very riping of the time: 
And for the Jew’s bond, which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of love. 
Be merry; and employ your chiefest thoughts 
To courtship, and such fair ostents of love 
As shall conyeniently become you there.” 
I. 
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And even there, his eye being big with tears, 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 
And with affection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio’s hand; and so they parted. 
Salan. Ithink, he only loyes the world for him. 
I pray thee, let us go, and find him out, 
And quicken his embraced heaviness 
With some delight or other, 
Salar. Do we so. [Eweunt. 


SCENE IX. 
Belmont. An Apartment in Porria’s House. 


Enter Nentsss, with a Servitor. 
Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee; draw the curtain straight. 
The prince of Arrragon hath ta’en his oath, 
And comes to his election presently. © 


Enter the Prince or Arnracon, Porria, and their Trains. 
Flourish cornets. 
Por. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble prince. 
If you choose that wherein I am contain’d, 
Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz’d; 
But if you fail, without more speech, my lord, 
You must be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar. Iam enjoin’d by oath to observe three things: 
First, never to unfold to any one 
Which casket ’t was I chose: next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, neyerin my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage: lastly, 

If I do fail in fortune of my choice, 
Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

Por. To these injunctions eyery one doth swear, 
That comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

Ar. And so have Laddress’d me. Fortune now 
To my heart’s hope! — Gold, silver, and base lead, 
‘* Who chooseth me must giye and hazard all he hath :” 
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You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard. 
What says the golden chest? ha! let me see: — 
“Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.” 
What many men desire : — that many may be meant 
By the fool multitude, that choose by show, 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach; 
Which pries not to th’ interior, but, like the martlet, 
Builds in the weather, on the outward wall, 
Even in the force and road of casualty. 
I will not choose what many men desire, 
Because I will not jump with common spirits, 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 
Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house ; 
Tell me once more what title thou dost bear : 
‘‘Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves; ”’ 
And well said too; for who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable, 
Without the stamp of merit? Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity. 
O! that estates, degrees, and offices, 
Were not deriy’d corruptly! and that clear honour 
Were purchas’d by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then should cover, that stand bare; 
How many be commanded, that command: 
How much low peasantry would then be glean’d 
From the true seed of honour; and how much honour 
Pick’d from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To be new varnish’d! Well, but to my choice: 
<‘ Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.” 
I will assume desert: — Give mea key for this, 
And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 

Por. Too longa pause for that which you find there. 

Ar. What’s here? the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Presenting me a schedule? I will read it, 
How much unlike art thou to Portia! 
How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings! 
‘“Who chooseth me shall have as much as he deserves.” 
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Did I deserve no more than a fool’s head? 
Is that my prize? are my deserts no better? 
Por. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices, 
And of opposed natures. 
Ar. What is here? 
‘* The fire seven times tried this: 
Seven times tried that judgment is, 
That did never choose amiss. 
Some there be that shadows kiss; 
Such have but a shadow’s bliss. 
There be fools alive, I wis, 
Silver’d o’er; and so was this. 
Take what wife you will to bed, 
I will ever be your head: 
So begone: you are sped.” 
Still more fool I shall appear 
By the time I linger here: 
With one fool’s head. I came to woo, 
But I go away with two. — 
Sweet, adieu. I’Il keep my oath, 
Patiently to bear my wroth. 
[Hxeunt ARRAGON, and Train. 
Por. Thus hath the candle sing’d the moth. 
O, these deliberate fools! when they do choose, 
They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 
Ner. The ancient saying is no heresy: — 
Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 
Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. Where is my lady? 
Por. Here; what would my lord? 
Mess. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 

A young Venetian, one that comes before 

To signify the approaching of his lord, 

From whom he bringeth sensible regreets; 

To wit, (besides commends, and courteous breath 3) 
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Gifts of rich value; yet I have not seen 
So likely an ambassador of love. 
A day in April never came so sweet, 
To show how costly summer was at hand, 
As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 
Por. Nomore, Ipray thee: Tam halfafeard, 
Thou wilt say anon he is some kin to thee, 
Thou spend’st such high-day wit in praising him. — 
Come, come, Nerissa; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid’s post, that comes so mannerly. 
Ner, Bassanio, lord Love, if thy will it be. [Exeunt. 


ACT Ill.. SCENE I. 


Venice. A Street. 


Enter Sauanto and SALARINO. 
Salan. Now, what news on the Rialto? 
Salar. Why, yet it lives there uncheck’d, that Antonio hath 
a ship of rich lading wreck’d on the narrow seas; the Goodwins, 
I think they call the place: a very dangerous flat, and fatal, where 
the carcasses of many a tall ship lie buried, as they say, if my 
gossip, report, be an honest woman of her word. 
Salan. Y would she were as lying a gossip in that, as ever 
knapped ginger, or made her neighbours believe she wept for the 
death ofa third husband. Butitis true, without any slips of pro- 
lixity, or crossing the plain high-way of talk, that the good An- 
tonio, the honest Autonio, —O, that Thad a title good enough to 
keep his name company ! — 
Salar. Come, the full stop. i 
Salan. a! — what say’st thou? — Why the endis, he hath 
lost a ship. 
Salar. would it might prove the end ofthis losses. 
Salan. Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil cross my 
prayer; for here he comes in the likeness of a Jew. — 
Enter Suy Lock. 
How now, Shylock? what news among the merchants? 
339 LI 
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Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as you, of my 
daughter’s flight. 


Salar. That’s certain: I, for my part, knew the tailor that 
made the wings she flew withal. 
Salan. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the bird was 


fledg’d; and then, it is the complexion of them all to leave the 
dam. 


Shy. Sheis damned for it. 

Salar. That’s certain, if the devil may be her judge. 

Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel! 

Salan. Outuponit, old carrion! rebels it at these years? 

Shy. Usay} my daughter is my flesh and blood. 

Salar. There is more difference between thy flesh and hers, 
than between jet and ivory; more between your bloods, than there 
is between red wine and rhenish. But tell us, do you hear 
whether Antonio have had any loss at sea or no? 

Shy. There I have ‘another bad match: a bankrupt, a pro- 
digal, who dare scarce show his head on the Rialto; — a beggar, 
that used to come so smug upon the mart. — Let him look to his 
bond: he was wont to call me usurer; — let him look to his bond: 
he was wont to lend money for a Christian courtesy ; —let him look 
to his bond. 

Salar. Why, Lam sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not take his 
flesh: what’s that good for? 

Shy. To bait fish withal: if it will feed nothing else, it will 
feed my revenge. XHe hath disgraced me, and hindered me half a 
million; laughed at my losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my 
nation, thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, heated mine 
enemies; and what’s his reason? I ama Jew. Hath not a Jew 
eyes?* hath not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, 
affections, passions? fed with the same food, hurt with the same 

weapons, subject to the same diseases, healed by the same means, 
warmed and cooled by the same winter and summer, as a Christian 
is? if you prick us, do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do we not 
laugh? if you poison us, do we not die? and if you wrong us, 
shall we not revenge? If we are like you in the rest, we will re- 
semble you in that. Ifa Jew wrong a Christian, what is his humi- 
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lity? revenge. If a Christian wrong a Jew, what should his suf- 
ferance be by Christian example? why, revenge. The villainy you 
teach me, I will execute; and it shall go hard but I will better the 
instruction. Wa 
Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his house, and 
desires to speak with you both. 

Salar. We haye been up and down to seek him. 

Salan. Here comes another of the tribe: a third cannot be 
matched, unless the devil himself turn Jew. 

| Eweunt SALAN. Saar. and Servant. 


Enter Tusa. 


Shy. How now, Tubal? what news from Genoa? hast thou 
found my daughter? . 

Tub. often came where I did hear of her, but cannot find 
her. 

Shy. Why there, there, there, there! a diamond gone, cost 
me two thousand ducats in Frankfort. The curse never fell upon 
our nation till now; I never felt it till now: — two thousand ducats 
in that; and other precious, precious jewels. — I would, my 
daughter were dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear! would 
she were hearsed at my foot, and the ducats in her coffin! No 
news of them? — Why, so; — and I know not what ’s spent in the 
search: Why thou — loss upon loss! the thief gone with so much, 
and so much to find the thief, and no satisfaction, no revenge ; 
nor no ill luck stirring, but what lights o’ my shoulders; no sighs, 
but o’ my breathing; no tears, but o’ my shedding. 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too. Antonio, as I heard 
in Genoa, — 

Shy. What, what, what? illluck, illluck? 

Tub. —hath an argosy cast away, coming from Tripolis. 

Shy. thank God! Ithank God? Is it true? is it true? 

Tub. spoke with some of the sailors that escaped the wreck. 

Shy. Uthank thee, good Tubal. — Good news, good news! 
ha! ha! — Where? in Genoa? 
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Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as Iheard, one night, © 
fourscore ducats. 
hui Shy. Thou stick’st a dagger in me. Ishall never see my gold 
Wi again. Fourscore ducats at a sitting! fourscore ducats ! 
Tub. There came divers of Antonio’s creditors in my com- 
ee pany to Venice, that swear he cannot choose but break. 
Hine | Shy. Tam very glad of it. IH plague him; Ill torture him 
Iam glad of it. 


ed Tub. One of them showed mea ring, that he had of your 
eg daughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her! Thou torturest me, Tubal: it was my 
turquoise; I had it of Leah, when I was a bachelor: I would not 
have given it for a wilderness of monkeys. 

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that’s true, that ’s very true. Go, Tubal, fee 
me an officer; bespeak him a fortnight before. I will have the 
heart of him’ if he forfeit; for were he out of Venice, Ican make 
what merchandize I will. Go, Tubal, and meet meat our syna- 
gogue: go, good Tubal; at oursynagogue, Tubal. [ Eweunt. 


SCENE IL. 
Belmont. An Apartment in Porrta’s House. 


Enter Bassanto, Portia, GRATIANO , Nerissa, and their 
Attendants. The caskets set out. 
Por. pray you tarry: pause a day or two : 

Before you hazard; for, in choosing wrong, 
Ilose your company: therefore, forbear a while. 
There ‘s something tells me, (but it is not love ) 
I would not lose you, and you know yourself, 
Hate counsels not in such a quality. 
But lest you should not understand me well, 
And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought, 
I would detain you here some month or two 4 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you, 
How to choose right, but then I am forsworn; 
So will I never be: so may you miss me; 
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But if you do, you ’ll make me wish a sin, 
That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes , 
They have o’er-look’d me, and divided me; 
One half of me is yours, the other half yours, — 
Mine own, I would say;, but if mine, then yours, 
And so all yours! 0! these naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their rights ; 
Andso, though yours, not yours. — Prove itso, 
Let fortune go to hell for it, — not I. 
I speak toolong; but’t is to peize the time, 
To eke it, and to draw it out in length, 
To stay you from election. 
Bass. Let me choose; 
For, asIam, I live upon the rack. 
Por. Upon the rack, Bassanio? then confess 
‘What treason there is mingled with your love. 
Bass. None, but that ugly treason of mistrust, 
Which makes me fear th’ enjoying of my love. 
There may as well be amity and life 
’Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love. 
Por, Ay, but, Ifear, you speak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do speak any thing. 
Bass. Promise me life, and 1’I] confess the truth. 
Por. Wellthen, confess, and live. 
Aass. Confess, and love, 
Had been the very sum of my confession. 
O, happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliverance: 
But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 
Por. Away then. Yam lock’d in one of them: 
If you do love me, you will find me out. — 
Nerissa, and therest, stand all aloof. — 
Let music sound, while he doth make his choice ; 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 
Fading in music: that the comparison 
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream, 
And watery death-bed for him. He may win, 
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And what is music then? then music is 

Even as the flourish when true subjects bow 

To a new-crowned monarch: such itis, 

As are those dulcet sounds in break of day, 

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 
And summon him to marriage. Now he goes, 
With no less presence, but with much more love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 

The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 

To the sea-monster: I stand for sacrifice , 

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives , 

With bleared visages, come forth to view 

The issue of th’ exploit. Go, Hercules! 

Live thou, I live: — with much, much more dismay 
I view the fight, than thou that mak’st the fray. 


A Song, whjlst BASSANIO comments on the caskets to himself. 
Tell me, where is fancy bred, 
Orin the heart, or inthe head? 
How begot, how nourished? 
Reply, reply. 
It is engender’d in the eyes, 
With gazing fed; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 
Let us all ring fancy’s knell; 
Til beginit, — Ding, dong, bell. 
All. Ding, dong, bell. 
Bass. — So may the outward shows be least themselves : 
The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt, 
But, being season’d with a gracious voice, 
Obscures the show of evil? In religion, 
What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament? 
There is no vice, so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 
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How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 

As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 

The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars, 

Who, inward search’d, have livers white as milk ; 

And these assume but valour’s excrement, 

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 

And you shall see ’t-is purchas’d by the weight; 

Which therein works a miracle in nature , 

Making them lightest that wear most of it: 

So are those crisped snaky golden locks, 

Which make such wanton gambols with the wind, 

Upon supposed fairness, often known 

To be the dowry of a second head, 

The scull that bred them, in the sepulchre. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled shore 

To a most dangerous sea, the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty; ina word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 

To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold, 

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee. 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 

’Tween man and man: but thou, thou meagre lead, 

Which rather threat’nest than dost promise aught, 

Thy paleness moves me more than eloquence, 

And here choose I. — Joy be the consequence ! 
Por. How all the other passions fleet to air, 

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrae’d despair 

And shuddering fear and green-ey’d jealousy. 

O love! be moderate; allay thy ecstasy ; 

In measure rain thy joy; scant this excess: 

I feel too much thy blessing; make it less, 

For fear I surfeit! 


Bass. What find I here? [Opening the leaden casket. 


Fair Portia’s counterfeit! What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation? Move these eyes? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 

Seem they in motion? Here are seyer'd lips, 
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ey Parted with sugar breath; so sweet a bar 
his Should sunder such sweet friends. Here, in her hairs, 
The painter plays the spider, and hath woyen 
A golden mesh t’ entrap the hearts of men, 
Faster than gnats in cobwebs; but her eyes! — 
How could he see to do them? having made one, 
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his, 
aa And leave itself unfurnish’d: yet look, how far 
as The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow 
In underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substance. — Here ’s the scroll 


? 
The continent and summary of my fortune. 


‘“*You that choose not by the view, 

Chance as fair, and choose as true! 

Since this fortune falls to you, 

Be content, and seek no new. 

If you be well pleas’d with this , i 
And hold your fortune for your bliss, 

Turn you where your lady is, 

And claim her with a loving kiss.” 


A gentle scroll. — Fair lady, by your leave; 
I come by note, to give, and to receive. [ Kissing her. 
Like one of two contending in a prize, 
That thinks he hath done well in people’s eyes , 
Hearing applause, and universal shout , 
Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no; 
So, thrice fair lady, stand], even so, 
As doubtful whether what I see be true, 
Until confirm’d, sign’d, ratified by you. 
Por. Youseeme, lord Bassanio, whereI stand, 
Such asIam: though, for myself alone 
T would not be ambitious in my wish, 
To wish myself much better; yet for you 
I would be trebled twenty times myself; 
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times more rich, 
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That only to stand high in your account, 

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account: but the full sum of me 

Is sum of nothing; which, to term in gross, 

Is an unlesson’d girl, unschool’d, unpractis’d: 
Happy in this, she is not yet so old 

But she may learn; happier than this, 

She is not bred so dull but she can learn; 
Happiest of allis, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed , 

As from her lord, her governor, her king. 
Myself, and what is mine, to you, and yours 
Is now converted: but now I was the lord 

Of this fair mansion, master of my servants , 
Queen o’er myself; and even now, but now, 
This house, these servants, and this same myself, 
Are yours, my lord. I give them with this ring, 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away, 
Let it presage the ruin of your love, 

And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words: 

Only my blood speaks to you in my veins; 

And there is such confusion in my powers 

As after some oration, fairly spoke 

By a beloved prince, there doth appear 

Among the buzzing pleased multitude ; 

Where every something, being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, 
Express’d, and not express’d. But when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence: 
O! then be bold to say, Bassanio ’s dead. 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 
That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper, 
To cry, goodjoy. Goodjoy, mylord, and lady! 

Gra. My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady, 
I wish you all the joy that you can wish, 

For, Tam sure, you can wish none from me; 
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And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you, 
Even at that time I may be married too. 
Bass. With all my heart, so thou can’st get a wife. 
Gra. Ithank your lordship, you have got me one. 
My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours: 
You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid; 
You lov’d, Lloyd; for intermission 
No more pertains tome, my lord, than you. 
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there , 
And so did mine too, as the matter falls: 
For wooing here, until I sweat again , 
And swearing, till my very roof was dry 
With oaths of love, at last, if promise last, 
I gota promise of this fair one here, 
Weary | To have her love, provided that your fortune 
an ie Achiev'd her mistress. 
ie uf Por. Is this true, Nerissa? 
i eae Ner. Madam, itis, so you stand pleas’d withal. 
hae ak | Bass. And doyou, Gratiano, mean good faith? 
LR Gra. Yes, ‘faith, my lord. 
Ae a Bass. Our feast shall be much honour’d in your marriage. 
ARE Gra. We'll play with them the first boy for a thousand ducats. 
el Ner. What! and stake down? 
Gra. No; we shall ne’er win at that sport, and stake down. — 
But who comes here? Lorenzo, and his infidel? 
What! and my old Venetian friend, Salerio? 


had ie Enter LORENZO, Jessica, and Saerto. 
Hi sil Bass. Lorenzo, and Salerio, welcome hither, 
If that the youth of my new interest here 
f 4 Have power to bid you welcome. — By your leaye 
Ibid my very friends and countrymen, 

Sweet Portia, welcome. 

Por. Sodol, my lord: 
They are entirely welcome. 

Lor. Ithank your honour. — For my part, my lord, 
398 


MERCHANT OF VENICE 


My purpose was not to have seen you here, 
But meeting with Salerio by the way, 

He did entreat me, past all saying nay, 

To come with him along. 


Sale. I did, my lord, 

And I have reason for it. Signior Antonio 

Commends him to you. [Gives Bassanio @ leéter, 
Bass. Ere I ope his letter, 


I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth. 
Sale. Notsick. my lord, unless it bein mind; 
Nor well, unless in mind: his letter there 
Will show you his estate. 
Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon stranger; bid her welcome. 
Your hand, Salerio: what’s the news from Venice ? 
How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio? 
Iknow, he will be glad of our success; 
Weare the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 
Sale. Twould you had won the fleece that he hath lost! 
Por. There are some shrewd contents in yon same paper, 
That steal the colour from Bassanio’s cheek : 
Some dear friend dead, else nothing in the world 
Could turn so much the constitution 
Of any constant man. What, worse and worse? — 
With leave, Bassanio; I am half yourself, 
And I must freely have the half of any thing 
That this same paper brings you. 
Bass. O sweet Portia: 
Here are a few of the unpleasant’st words 
That ever blotted paper. Gentle lady, 
When I did first impart my love to you, 
I freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veins — I was a gentleman : 
And then I told you true, and yet, dear lady, 
Rating myself at nothing, you shall see 
How much I was a braggart. When I told you 
My state was nothing, I should then have told you, 
That I was worse than nothing; for, indeed, 
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Ihave engag’d myself to a dear friend, 
Engag’d my friend to his mere enemy, 
To feed my means. Hereisa letter, lady; 
The paper as the body of my friend, 
And every word in it a gaping wound , 
Issuing life-blood. — But is it true, Salerio ? 
Have all his ventures fail’d? . What, not one hit? 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India? 
And not one vessel ’scape the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks ? 
Sale. Not one, my lord. 
Besides, it should appear, that if he had 
The present money to discharge the Jew, 
He would not take it. Never did I know 
A creature, that did bear the shape of man, 
So keen and greedy to confound a man. 
He plies the duke at morning, and at night, 
And doth impeach the freedom of the state, 
If they deny him justice: twenty merchants, 
The duke himself, and the magnificoes 
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him, 
But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 
Jes. When I was with him I have heard him swear 
To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen, 
That he would rather have Antonio’s flesh, 
Than twenty times the value of the sum 
That he did owe him; andI know, my lord, 
Iflaw, authority, and power deny not, 
It will go hard with poor Antonio. 
Por. Is it your dear friend that is thus in trouble? 
Bass. The dearest friend tome, the kindest man, 
The best condition’d and unwearied spirit 
In doing courtesies; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears, 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 
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Por. What sum owes he the Jew? 
Bass. Forme, three thousand ducats. 
Por. What, no more? 
Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond: 
Double six thousand, and then treble that, 
Before a friend of this description 
Shall lose a hair through Bassanio’s fault. 
First, go with me to church, and call me wife, 
And then away to Venice to your friend ; 
For never shall you lie by Portia’s side 
With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over: 
When it is paid, bring your true friend along. 
My maid Nerissa and myself, mean time, 
Will live as maids and widows. Come, away! 
For you shall hence upon your wedding-day. 
Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer ; 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. — 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 
Bass. [Reads.] ‘‘Sweet Bassanio, my ships have ali mis= 
_ carried, my creditors grow cruel, my estate is very low, my bond 
to the Jew is forfeit; and since in paying it it is impossible I 
should live, all debts are cleared between you and J, if I might 
but see you at my death. Notwithstanding, use your pleasure: if 
your love do not persuade you to come, let not my letter.” 
Por. Olove! despatch all business, and begone. 
Bass. Since Ihave your good leave to go away, 
I will make haste; but till T come again, 
No bed shall e’er be guilty of my stay. \ 
Nor rest be interposer ’twixt us twain. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IIl. 
Venice. A Street. 
Enter SuyLocK, SaLanio, Anronio, and Jailor. 
Shy. Sailor, look to him: tell not me of mercy. — 
This is the fool that lent out money gratis. — 


Jailor, look to him. 
I, AOL 
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Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock. 
Shy. IIlhave my bond; speak not against my bond: 
I have sworn an oath that I will have my bond. 
Thou call’dst me dog before thou hadst a cause, 
But, since lam adog, beware my fangs. 
The duke shall grant me justice. — I do wonder, 
Thou naughty jailor, that thou art so fond 
To come abroad with him at his request. 
Ant. pray thee, hear me speak. 
Shy. I'll have my bond; I will not hear thee speak: 
I'll have my bond, and therefore speak no more. 
I'll not be made a soft and dull-ey’d fool , 
To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not; : 
I'll have no speaking: I will have my bond. [Fatt SuyLock. 
Salan. Itis the most impenetrable cur, 
That ever kept with men. 
ie Ant. Let him alone: 
vit I'll follow him no more with bootless prayers. 
He seeks my life; his reason well I know. 
I oft deliver’d from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me; 
Therefore he hates me. 
Salan. Iam sure, the duke 
any Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 
Dei Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of law; 
ee For the commodity that strangers haye - 
iy With usin Venice, if it be denied, 
) Will much impeach the justice of the state; 
Since that the trade and profit of the city 
| Consisteth of all nations, Therefore, go: 
RRR These griefs and losses have so ’bated me, 
bts That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
Hee To-morrow to my bloody creditor. — 
Well, jailor, on. — Pray God, Bassanio come 
MM To see me pay his debt, and then I care not! [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 


Belmonts A Roomin Porria’s House. 


Enter Portia, NERISSA, LORENZO, Jessica, and BALTHAZAR. 


Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your presence, 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity; which appears most strongly 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 
But, if you knew to whom you show this honour, 
How true a gentleman you send relief, 
How dear a lover of my lord, your husband, 
Iknow, you would be prouder of the work, 
Than customary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. Lnever did repent for doing good, 
Nor shall not now: for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together, 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of Jove, 
There must be needs a like proportion 
Oflineaments, of manners, and of spirit; 
Which makes me think, that this Antonio, 
Being the bosom lover of my lord, 
Must needs be like my lord. Ifitbeso, 
How little is the cost I have bestow’d, 
In purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish cruelty ! 
This comes too near the praising of myself, 
Therefore, no more of it: hear other things. — 
Lorenzo, I commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my house, 
Until my lord’s return: for mine own part, 
I have toward heaven breath’d a secret vow 
To live in prayer and contemplation , 
Only attended by Nerissa here, 
Until her husband and my lord’s return. 
There is a monastery two miles off, 
And there we will abide. Ido desire you 
Not to deny this imposition , 
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The which my love, and some necessity , 
Now lays upon you. 
Lor. Madam, with all my heart: 
I shall obey you in all fair commands. 
Por. My people do already know my mind , 
And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of lord Bassanio and myself. 
So fare you well, till we shall meet again. 
Lor, Fair thoughts, and happy hours, attend on you! 
Jes. Iwish your ladyship all heart’s content. 
Por. Ithank you for your wish, and am well pleas’d 
To wish it back on you: fare you well, Jessica. — 
[Exeunt Jessica and LoRENzO. 
Now, Balthazar, 
As I have ever found thee honest, true , 
So let me find thee still, Take this same letter, 
And use thou all the endeavour of a man, 
In speed to Padua: see thou render this . | 
Into my cousin’s hand, doctor Bellario; 
And, look, what notes and garments he doth give thee, 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin’d speed 
Unto the Tranect, to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venice. ‘Waste no time in words : 
But get thee gone: I shall be there before thee. 
Balth. Madam, I go with all convenient speed. [Eait. 
Por. Come on, Nerissa: I have work in hand, , 
That you yet know not of. We’llsee our husbands, 
Before they think of us. 
Ner. Shall they see us? 
Por. They shall, Nerissa: butin such a habit, 
That they shall think we are accomplished 
With that we lack. Ill hold thee any wager, 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 
And wear my dagger with the braver grace; 
And speak between the change of man and boy, 
With a reed yoice; and turn two mincing steps 
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Into a manly stride; and speak of frays , 
Like a fine bragging youth; and tell quaint lies, 
How honourable ladies sought my love, 
Which I denying, they fell sick and died; 
I could not do withal: — then, Ill repent, 
And wish, forall that, that I had not kill’d them. 
And twenty of these puny lies Ill tell, 
That men shall swear, I have discontinued school 
Above atwelvemonth. Ihave within my mind 
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks , 
Which I will practise. 
Ner. Why, shall we turn to men? 
Por. Fie! what a question ’s that, 
If thou wert near a lewd interpreter. 
But come: Ill tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the park gate; and therefore haste away , 
For we must measure twenty miles to-day. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 
The Same. A Garden. 


Enter LAUNCELOT and JESSICA. 

Laun. Yes, truly; for, look you, the sins of the father are 
to be laid upon the children; therefore, I promise you, I fear 
you. I was always plain with you, and so now Ispeak my agita- 
tion of the matter: therefore, be of good cheer; for, truly, I 
think, you are damned. There is but one hope in it that can do 
you any good, and that is but a kind of bastard hope neither. 

Jes. And what hope is that, I pray thee? 

® Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your father got you 
not; that you are not the Jew’s daughter. 

Jes. ‘That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed: so the sins of 
my mother should he visited upon me. 

Laun. Truly, then, I fear you are damned both by father and 
mother: thus when I shun Scylla, your father, Ifall into Charybdis, 
your mother. Well, you are gone hoth ways. 
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Jes. I shall be saved by my husband; he hath made méa 
Christian. 

Laun. Truly, the moreto blame he: we were Christians enow 
before ; e’en as many as could well live one by another. This ma- 
king of Christians will raise the price of hogs: if we grow all to be 


pork-eaters, we shall not shortly have a rasher on the coals for 
money. 


Enter LORENZO. 
Jes. I'll tell my husband, Launcelot, what you say: here 
he comes. 


Lor. shall grow jealous of you shortly, Launcelot, if you 
thus get my wife into corners. 

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo: Launcelot and I are 
out. He tells me flatly, there is no mercy for me in heaven, be- 
cause I am aJew’s daughter; and he’says, you are no good member 
of the commonwealth, for in converting Jews to Christians you 
raise the price of pork. 

Lor. Ishall answer that better to the commonwealth, than 
you can the getting up of the negro’s belly: the Moor is with child 
by you, Launcelot. ‘ 

Laun. tis much, that the Moor should be more than reason; 
but if she be less than an honest woman, she is, indeed, more than 
1 took her for. 

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word! I think, the 
best grace of wit will shortly turn into silence, and discourse grow 
commendable in none only but parrots. — Go in, sirrah: bid them 
prepare for dinner. 

Laun. Thatis done, Sir; they have all stomachs. 


Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are you! then, pid 
them prepare dinner. 


Laun. Thatis done too, Sir; only , cover is the word. 

Lor. Will you cover then, Sir? 

Laun. Notso, Sir, neither; [know my duty. 

Lor, Yet more quarrelling with occasion? Wilt thou show 
the whole wealth of thy witin an instant? I pray thee, understand 
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a plain man in his plain meaning: go to thy fellows, bid them cover 
the table, serve in the meat, and we will come in to dinner. 

Laun. For the table, Sir, it shall be served in; for the meat, 
Sir, it shall be covered; for your coming in to dinner, Sir, why, let 
it be as humours and conceits shall govern. [Eait LAUNCELOT. 

Lor. O, dear discretion , how his words are suited ! 

The fool hath planted in his memory 

An army of good words; and I do know 

A many fools, that stand indetter place, 
Garnish’d like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. How cheer’st thou, Jessica? 
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion; 

How dost thou like the lord Bassanio’s wife? 

Jes. Past allexpressing. Itis very meet, 
The lord Bassanio live an upright life, 

Fory having such a blessing in his lady, 

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth 

And, if on earth he do not mean it, then, 

In reason he should never come to heaven. 

Why, iftwo gods should play some heavenly match , 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 

And Portia one, there must be something else 
Pawn’d with the other, for the poor rude world 

Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Eyen such a husband 
Hast thou of me, as she is for a wile. 

Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion, too, of that. 

Lor. Iwillanon; first, let us go to dinner. 

Jes. Nay, let me praise you, while Ihave a stomach. 

Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table—talk ; 

Then howso’er thou speak’st, ’mong other things 
I shall digest it. 


Jes. Well, I'll set you forth. 
[ Hxeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE: I. 


Venice. A Court of Justice. 


Enter the DuxKe; the Magnificoes; ANTONIO, BASSANIO, 
GRATIANO, SALARINO, SALANIO , and others. 
Duke. What, is Antonio here? 
Ant. Ready, so please your grace. 
Duke. Yam sorry for thee: thou art come to answer 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 
Ant. T have heard, 
Your grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course; but since he stands obdurate, 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy’s reach, I do oppose 
My patience to his fury, and am arm’d 
To suffer with a quietness of spirit, 
The very tyranny and rage of his. 
Duke. Go one, and éall the Jew into the court. 
Salan. He’s ready atthe door. He comes, my lord. 


Enter Suyiocx, 

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before our face. — 
Shylock, the world thinks , andI think so too, 
That thou but lead’st this fashion of thy malice 
To the Jast hour of act; and then , tis thought, 
Thou ‘It show thy mercy and remorse, more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty ; 
And where thou now exact’st the penalty , 
Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s flesh A 
Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture 4 
But, touch’d with human gentleness and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal; 
Glancing an eye of pity on his losses, 
That have of late so huddled on his back, 
Enow to press a royal merchant down, 
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And pluck commiseration of his state 

From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint, 
From stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train’d 
To offices of tender courtesy. 

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 


Shy. Uhaye possess’d your grace of what I purpose; 


And by our holy Sabbath haye I sworn 

To have the due and forfeit of my bond: 

If you deny it, let the danger light 

Upon your charter, and your city’s freedom. 

You ll ask me, why [rather choose to have 

A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive 

Three thousand ducats? Ill not answer that: 

But, say, it is my humour: is it answer’d? 

What if my house be troubled with a rat, 

And I be pleas’d to give ten thousand ducats 

To have it baned? What, are you answer’d yet? 

Some men there are love not a gaping pig ; 

Some, that are mad if they behold a cat; 

And others, when the bag-pipe sings i’ the nose, 

Cannot contain their urine for affection : 

Masters of passion sway it to the mood 

Of what it likes, orloaths. Now, for your answer: 

As there is no firm reason to be render’d, 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig; 

Why he, a harmless necessary cat; 

Why he, a woollen bag-pipe: but of force 

Must yield to such inevitable shame, 

As to offend, himself being offended, 

So can I give no reason, nor I will not, 

More than a lodg’d hate, anda certain loathing, 

ITbear Antonio, that I follow thus 

A Josing suit against him. Are you answer’d? 
Bass.. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man, 

To excuse the current of thy cruelty. 


Shy. Yam not bound to please thee with my answer. 


Bass. Do all men kill the things they do not loye? 
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Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill? 
a | Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first. 
ba Shy. What! would’st thou have a serpent sting thee twice? 
Ant. Ipray you, think you question with the Jew. 
You may as well go stand upon the beach, 
And bid the main flood bate his usual height; 
You may as well use question with the wolf, 
Boe Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb; 
Ba aie You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise, 
When they are fretten with the gusts of heayen; 
You may as well do any thing most hard, 
As seek to soften that (than which what ’s harder?) 
His Jewish heart. — Therefore, I do beseech you, 
Make no more offers, use no farther means , 
But with all brief and plain conyeniency , 
Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 
Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 
Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat, 
I would not draw them: I would have my bond. 
Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy , rendering none? 
Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no wrong? 
You have among you many a purchas’d slave, 
Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules, 
You use in abject and in slayish parts , 
Because you bought them: — shall I say to you, 
Let them be free; marry them to your heirs? 
Why sweat they under burdens? Jet their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be season’d with such yiands? You will answer, 
The slaves are ours. — So do I answer you: 
The pound of flesh, which I demand of him, 
Is dearly bought, ’t is mine, and I will have it. 
If you deny me, fie upon your law! 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice. 
Istand for judgment: answer; shall I have it? 
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Duke. Upon my power I may dismiss this court, 
Unless Bellario, alearned doctor, 
Whom I have sent for to determine this , 
Come here to-day. 
Salar. My lord, here stays without 
A messenger with letters from the doctor, 
New come from Padua, 
Duke. Bring us the letters: call the messenger. 
Bass. Good cheer, Antonio! Whatman, courage yet! 
The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all, 
Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 
Ant. Yama tainted wether of the flock, 
Meetest for death: the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me. 
You cannot better be employ’d, Bassanio, 
Than to live still, and write mine epitaph. 


Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer's clerk. 


Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario? 
Ner. Fromboth, mylord. Bellario greets your grace. 
[Presents a letter. 

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly ? 
Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt there. 
Gra. Notonthysole, but on thysoul, harsh Jew, 

Thou mak’st thy knife keen; but no metal-can, 

No, not the hangman’s axe, bear half the keenness 

Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 
Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make. 
Gra. O, be thou damn’d, inexorable dog, 

And for thy life let justice be accus’d ! 

Thou almost mak’st me waver in my faith, 

To hold opinion with Pythagoras , 

That souls of animals infuse themselves 

Into the trunks of men: thy currish spirit 

Govern’d a wolf, who, hang’d for human slaughter, 

Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet , 

And whilst thou lay’st in thy unhallow’d dam, 
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Infus’d itself in thee; for thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv’d, and rayenous. 
Shy. Till thou can’st rail the seal from off my bond 
Thou but offend’st thy lungs to speak so loud. 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. — I stand here for law. 
Duke. — This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court. — 
Where is he? 
NNer. He attendeth here hard by, 
To know your answer, whether you ’Il admit him. 
Duke. With all my heart: — some three or four of you, 
Go give him courteous conduct to this place. 
Mean time, the court shall hear Bellario’s letter. 


[Clerk reads.] ‘*Your grace shall understand, that at the 
yeceipt of your letter I am very sick; but in the instant that your 
messenger came, in loving visitation was with me a young doctor 
of Rome; his name is Balthazar. Tacquainted him with the cause 
in controversy between the Jew and Antonio, the merchant: we 
turned o'er many books together: he is furnish’d with my opinion; 
which, better’d with his own learning, the greatness whereof I 
cannot enough commend, comes with him, at my importunity, to 
fill up your grace’s request in my stead. I beseech you, let his 
lack of years be no impediment to let him lack a reverend estima- 
tion, for I never knew so young a body with so olda head. Ileaye 
him to your gracious acceptance, whose trial shall better publish 
his commendation.” 

Duke. You hear the learn’d Bellario, what he yrites: 

And here, I takeit, is the doctor come. — 


? 


Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws. 


Give me your hand. Came ycu from old Bellario? 


Por. Idid, my lord. 


Duke. You are welcome: take your place. 


Are you acquainted with the difference si 
That holds this present question in the court? 
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Por. Tam informed throughly of the cause. — 


Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew? 


Duke. Antonio andsold Shylock, both stand forth. 


Por. Is your name Shylock? 


Shy. Shylock is my name. 
Por. Ofastrange nature is the suit you follow; 


Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law 

Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. — 

You stand within his danger, do you not? 
Ant. Ay, sohe says. 


Por. Do you confess the bond? 
Ant. Ido. 
Por. Then must the Jew be merciful. 


Shy. On what compulsion must I? tell me that. 


Por. ‘The quality of mercy is not strain’d, 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath: it is twice bless'd; 
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes: 
°T is mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown: 
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power, 
The attribute to awe and majesty , 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 
But mercy is above this sceptred sway : 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 
It is an attribute to God himself, 
And earthly power doth then show likest God's, 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
Though justice be thy plea, consider this, — 
That in the course of justice none of us 
Should see salvation: we do pray for mercy, 
And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. Ihave spoke thus much, 
To mitigate the justice of thy plea, 
Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 


Must needs give senterice ’gainst the merchant there. 


[To ANTONIO. 
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hy Shy. My deeds upon my head. I crave the law; 
[a The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 
1 | i Por. Is he not able to discharge the money? 
: . Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court; 
ie Yea, twice the sum: if that will not suffice , 
I will be bound to pay it ten times o’er, 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart. 
If this will not suffice, it must appear 
That malice bears down truth: and, I beseech you, 
Wrest once the law to your authority : 
To doa great right, doa little wrong, 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. 
Por. Itmustnot be. There is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree established : 
’T will be recorded for a precedent, 
And many an error, by the same example, 
Will rush into the state. It cannot be. 
Shy. A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a Daniel! — 
O, wise young judge, how I do honour thee! 
Por. Ipray you, let me look upon the bond. 
Shy. Here tis, mostreverend doctor; here it is. 
Por. Shylock, there’s thrice thy money offer’d thee, 
Shy. Anoath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven: 
Shall [lay perjury upon my soul? 
No, not for Venice. 
Por. Why, this bond is forfeit, 
And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh, tobe by him cut off 
Nearest the merchant’s heart. — Be merciful; 
Take thrice thy money: bid me tear the bond. 
Shy.» When it is paid according to the tenour. — 
It doth appear you are a worthy judge; 
You know the law; your exposition 
Hath been most sound: I charge you by the law, 
Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment. By my soul I swear, 
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There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me. Istay here on my bond. 
Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 
Por. Why then, thus it is: — 
You must prepare your bosom for his knife. 
Shy. O, noblejudge! ©, excellent young man! 
Por. For the intent and purpose of the law, 
Hath full relation to the penalty 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 
Shy. ’Tis very true. O, wise and upright judge! 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks! 
Por. Therefore, lay bare your bosom. 
Shy. Ay, his breast; 
So says the bond: —- doth it not, noble judge ? — 
Nearest his heart: those. are the very words, 
Por. Itisso. Are there balance here to weigh 
The flesh? 
Shy. I have them ready. 
Por. Haye by some surgeon, Shylock, on your charge, 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 
Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond? 
Por. Itis not so express’d; but what of that? 
’T were good you do so much for charity. 
Shy. Icannot findit: ’t is not in the bond. 
Por. You, merchant, have you any thing to say? 
Ant. But little: Iam arm’d, and well prepar’d. — 
Give me your hand, Bassanio: fare you well. 
Grieve not that I'am fallen to this for you, 
For herein fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom: it is still her use 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth , 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow, 
An age of poverty; from which lingering penance 
Of such misery doth she cut me off. 
Commend me to your honourable wife: 
Tell her the process of Antonio’s end; 
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Say, howl lov’d you, speak me fair in death; 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 
Repent not you that you shall lose your friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt, 
For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
1’ll pay it instantly with all my heart. 
Bass. Antonio, Iam married-o a wife, 
Which is as dear to me as life itself; 
But life itself, my wife, and all the world, 
Are not with me esteem’d above thy life: 
IT would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all, 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 
Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for that, 
If she were by to hear you make the offer. 
Gra. havea wife, whom, I protest, I love: 
I would she were in heayen, so she could: 
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew. 
Ner. ’T is well you offer it behind her back; 
The wish would make else an unquiet house. 
Shy. These be the Christian husbands! I have a daughter; 
Would any of the stock of Barrabbas 
Had been her husband, rather than a Christian! 
We trifle time; I pray thee, pursue sentence. 
Por. A pound of that same merchant’s flesh is thine: 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 
Shy. Most rightfui judge! 
Por. And you must cut this flesh from off his breast: 
The law allows it, and the court awards it. 
Shy. Most learned judge! — A sentence! come, prepare! 
Por. Tarry a little: there is something else. — 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood; 
The words expressly are, a pound of flesh: 
Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh; 
But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian bleod, thy lands and goods 
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Are by the laws of Venice confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. 


Gra. O upright judge! — Mark, Jew: — O learned judge! 
Shy. Is that the law? im 
Por. Thyself shalt see the act; | 
For, as thou urgest justice, be assur’d, | 
Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desirest. 
Gra. O learned judge! — Mark, Jew: — a learned judge! 
Shy. Itake this offer then: pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Christian go. 
Bass. Here is the money. 
Por. Soft! 
The Jew shall have all justice; — soft! — no haste: — : 
He shall have nothing but the penalty. F 
Gra. O Sew! an upright judge, alearned judge! 
Por. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 
Shed thou no blood; nor cut thou less, nor more, 
But just a pound of flesh: if thou tak’st more, 
Or less, than a just pound, — be it so much 
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance, 
Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple; nay, if the scale do turn 
But in the estimation ofa hair, 
Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate. 
Gra. Asecond Daniel, a Daniel, Jew! 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 
Por. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 
Bass. Uhave it ready for thee: here it is. 
Pro. He hath refus’d it in the open court: 
He shall have merely justice, and his bond. 
Gra. A Daniel, still say I; a second Daniel! — 
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 
Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal? i 
Por, Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture , 
To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 


I. ALT 
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Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it, 
I'll stay no longer question. 
Por. Tarry, Jew: 
The law hath yet another hold on you. 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice, 
If it be prov’d against an alien, 
That by direct, or indirect attempts , 
He seek the life of any citizen, 
The party, ’gainst the which he doth contrive, 
Shall seize one half his goods: the other half 
Comes to the privy coffer of the state; 
And the offender’s life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, ’gainst all other voice. 
In which predicament, Isay, thou stand’st; 
For it appears by manifest proceeding, 
That, indirectly, and directly too, 
Thou hast contriy’d against the very life 
Of the defendant, and thou hast incurr’d 
The danger formerly by me rehears’d. 
Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. 
Gra. Beg, that thou may’st have leave to hang thyself; 


‘And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state, 


Thou hast not left the yalue of a cord, 
Therefore, thou must be hang’d at the state’s charge. 
Duke. That thou shalt see the difference of our spirit, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it. 
For half thy wealth, itis Antonio’s: 
The other half comes to the general state, 
Which humbleness may drive unto a fine. 
Por. Ay, for the state; not for Antonio. 
Shy. Nay, take my life and all; pardon not that: 
You take my house, when you do take the prep 
That doth sustain my house; you take my life, 
‘When you do take the means whereby I live. 
Por. What mercy can you render him, Antonio? 
Gra. Ahalter gratis; nothing else, for God’s sake! 
Ant. So please my lord the duke, and all the court, 
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To quit the fine for one half of his goods, 

Iam content, so he will let me haye 

The other half in use, to render it, 

Upon his death, unto the gentleman 

That lately stole his daughter : 

Two things provided more, — that, for this favour, 
He presently. become a Christian; 

The other, that he do record a gift, 

Here in the court, ofall he dies possess’d, 

Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 

Duke. Heshalldo this, or eise I do recant 
The pardon, that I late pronounced here. 

Por. Artthou contented, Jew? what dost thou say? 

Shy. Lam content. 

Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy. pray you, give me leave to go from hence. 
Tam not well. Send the deed after me, 

And I will sign it. 

Duke. . Get thee gone, but do it. 

Gra. In christening thou shalt have two godfathers : 
Had I been judge, thou should’st haye had ten more, 
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. [Lait SHYLOCK. 

Duke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner. 

Por. humbly do desire your grace of pardon: 

I must away this night toward Padua, 
And it is meet I presently set forth. 
Duke. Yam sorry, that your leisure serves.you not. 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman, 
For, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 
[Hxeunt Duke, Magnificoes, and Train. 
Bass. Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend 
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties; in lieu whereof, 
Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 
We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 
Ant. And stand indebted, over and above, 
In love and service to you evermore. 
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Bey Por. Heis well paid, that is well satisfied; 
Bae AndI, delivering you, am satisfied, 

Ba And therein do account myself well paid: 

My mind was never yet more mercenary. 

Ipray you, know me, when we meet again: 
ae I wish you well, and so I take my leave. 

a Bass, Dear Sir, of force I must attempt you farther: 
Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute, 
Notasafee. Grant me two things, I pray you; 

Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por. You press me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, I ll wear them for your sake; 
And, for your love, I'll take this ring from you. — 
Do not draw back your hand; 1’ll take no more, 

And you in love shall not deny me this. 

Bass. This ring, good Sir? — alas, itis a trifle; 
I will not shame myself to give you this. 

Por. Iwill have nothing else but only this; 

And now, methinks, I have a mind to it. 

Bass. There ’s more depends on this, than on the yalue. 

The dearest ring in Venice will I give you, 
And find it out by proclamation: 
Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

Por. Isee, Sir, you are liberal in offers. 
You taught me first to beg, and now, methinks, 
You teach me how a beggar should be answer’d. 

Bass. Good Sir, this ring was given me by my wife; 
And when she put it on she made me yow, 

That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it. 
Por, That ’scuse serves many men to save their gifts. 
An if your wife be not a mad woman : 
And know how well I have desery’d this ring, 
She would not hold out enemy for ever, 
For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you. 
[Exeunt Portia and NERISSA. 
Ant. My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring: 
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Let his deseryings, and my love withal, 
Be yalued ’gainst your wife’s commandment. 
Bass. Go, Gratiano; run and overtake him, 
Give him the ring, and bring him, if thou can’st, 
Unto Antonio’s house. — Away! make haste. [Hatt Grariano. 
Come, you and I will thither presently, 
And in the,morning early will we both 
Fly toward Belmont. Come, Antonio. [Eaeunt. 


SCENE II. 
The Same. A Street. 


Enter Porrta and NERISSA. 


Por. Inquire the Jew’s house out, give him this deed, 
And lethim signit. We’ll away to-night, 
And be a day before our husbands home. 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo 


Enter GRATIANO. 


Gra. Fair Sir, you are weil o’erta’en. 
My lord Bassanio, upon more advice, 
Hath sent you here this ring, and doth entreat 
Your company at dinner. 

Por. That cannot be. 
His ring I do accept most thankfully , 

And so, Ipray you, tell him: furthermore, 
I pray you, show my youth old Shylock’s house. 

Gra. That willI do. 

Ner. Sir, I would speack with you. — 
Ill see if I can get my husband’s ring, [To Portia. 
Which I did make him swear to keep for ever. 

Por. ‘Thou may’st, I warrant. We shall have old swearing, 
That they did give the rings away to men; 

But we ’Il outface them, and outswear them too. 
Away! make haste: thou know’st where I will tarry. 
Ner. Come, good Sir; will you show me to this house? 
{[Eaxeunt. 
4ai 
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ACT V. “SCENE Tf. 
Belmont. The Avenue to Porrra’s House. 


Enter LORENZO and Jessica. 
Lor. The moon shines bright. — In such a night as this, 
‘When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees, 
And they did make no noise; in such a night, 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan walls, 
And sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents , 
Where Cressid lay that night. 
Jes. In such a night, 
ial Did Thisbe fearfully o’ertrip the dew; 
He And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself, 
Mice ed And ran dismay’d away. 
Pea Lor. In such a night, 
a Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
ea Upon the wild sea-banks, and way’d her love 
7 BB ae To come again to Carthage. 
: ey Jes. In such a night, 
Hg Medea gather’d the enchanted herbs 
Bae That did renew old Ason. 
oO Lor. In such a night, 
, ae Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew, 
7 And with an unthrift love did run from Venice , 
As far as Belmont. 
ht Jes. In such a night, 
‘al ni Did young Lorenzo swear he lov’d her well, 
Ph i Stealing her soul with many vows of faith, 
And ne’er a true one. 
Lor. In sucha night, 
Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew, 
Pe Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 
es |e Jes. Iwould out-night you, did no body come; 
But, hark, I hear the footing of a man. 
Enter SrEPHANO. 
Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night? 
Steph. A friend. 
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Lor. A friend? what friend? your name, I pray you, friend? 
Steph. Stephano is my name; and I bring word, 
My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont: she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 
Lor. Who comes with her? 
Steph. None, butaholy hermit, and her maid. 
I pray you, is my master yet return’d? 
Lor. Heisnot, nor we have not heard from him. — 
But go wein, I pray thee, Jessica, 
And ceremoniously let us prepare 
Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 


Enter TAuNCELOT. 


Laun. Sola, sola! wo ha, ho! sola, sola! 
Lor. Who calls? 
Laun. Sola! did you see master Lorenzo, and mistress Lo- 
renzo? sola, sola! . 
Lor. Leave hallooing, man; here. 
Laun. Sola! where? where? 
Lor. Here. 
Laun. Tellhim, there ’s a post come from my master, with 
his horn full of good news: my master will be here ere morning. 
[Eatt. 
Lor. Sweetsoul, let’sin, and there expect their coming. 
And yet no matter; — why should we go in? 
My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you, 
Within the house, your mistress is at hand; 
And bring your music forth into the air. — [Exit SrEPHANO. 
How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank! 
Here we will sit,. and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears: soft stillness, and the night, 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 
Sit, Jessica: look, how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patterns of bright gold ; 
There ’s not the smallest orb, which thou behold’st, 
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ieee But in his motion like an angel sings , 
EMO G8 5 Still quiring to the young-ey’d cherubins: 
rata i Such harmony is in immortal souls; 
Ht But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close itin, we cannot hear it. 


Enter Musicians. 

Come, ho! and wake Diana with a hymn: 

With swectest touches pierce your mistress’ ear, 

And draw her home with music. j [Music. 
Jes. Yam never merry when I hear sweet music. 
Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive: 

For do but note a wild and wanton herd , 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts , 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud, 

Which is the hot condition of their blood, 

Ifthey but hear, perchance, a trumpet sound, 

Or any air of music touch their ears; 

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 

Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze, 

By the sweet power of music: therefore, the poet 

Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and floods, 

Since nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage, 

But music for the time doth change his nature. 

The man that hath no music in himself, 

Nor is not moy’d with concord of sweet sounds, 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems , and spoils: 
The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 

And his affections dark as Erebus. 

Let no such man be trusted. — Mark the music. 


Enter Portia and NERIssa, at a distance. 
Por. That light we see is burning in my hall. 
How far that little candle throws his beams! 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 
Ner. When the moon shone, we did not see the candle. 
Por. So doth the greater glory dim the less: - 
A substitute shines brightly as aking, 
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Until aking be by; and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Music! hark! 
Ner. tis your music, madam, of the house. 
Por. Nothing is good, Isee, without respect. 
Methinks, it sounds much sweeter than by day. 
Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam. 
Por. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark, 
When neither is attended; and, I think, 
The nightingale, if she should sing by day, 
When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 
How many things by season season’d are 
To their right praise, and true perfection! — 
Peace! how the moon sleeps with Endymion, 
And would not be awak’d! {Music ceases. 
Lor. ° That is the voice, 
OrI am much deceiv’d, of Portia. 
Por. He knows me, as the blind man knows the cuckoo, 
By the bad voice. 
Lor. Dear lady, welcome home. 
Por. We have been praying for our husbands’ welfare, 
Which speed, we hope, the better for our words. 
Are they return’d? 
Lor. Madam, they are not yet; 
But there is come a messenger before, 
To signify their coming. 
Por. Goin, Nerissa: 
Give order to my servants, that they take 
No note at all of our being absent hence ; — 
Nor you, Lorenzo; — Jessica, nor you. [A tucket sounded. 
Lor. Your husband is at hand: I hear his trumpet. 
We are no tell-tales, madam; fear you not. 
Por. Thisnight, methinks, is but the daylight sick; 
It looks a little paler: *tis a day, 
Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 
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Enter Bassanrio, Anronto, Gratiano, and their 
Followers. 
Bass. We should hold day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in absence of the sun. 
Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light; 
For a light wife doth make a heayy husband, 
And never be Bassanio so for me: 
But God sort all! — You are welcome home, my lord. 
Bass. thank you, madam. Give welcome to my friend: 
This is the man, this is Antonio, 
To whom Iam so infinitely bound. 
Por. You should in all sense be much bound to him, 
For, asthear, he was much bound for you. 
Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of. 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our house: 
It must appear in other ways than words, 
Therefore, I scant this breathing courtesy. 
Gra. [To Nenissa.] By yonder moon, Iswear, you do me 
wrong; 
In faith, I gave it to the judge’s clerk: 
Would he were gelt that had it, for my part, 
Since you do take it, loye, so much at heart. 
Por. A quarrel, ho, already! what’s the matter? 
Gra. Abouta hoop of gold, a paltry ring 
That she did give me; whose poesy was 
For all the world, like cutlers’ poetry 
Upon a knife, ‘‘Loye me, and leave me not.” 
Ner. What talk you of the poesy, or the yalue? 
You swore tome, when I did give it you, 
That you would wear it till your hour of death, 
And that it should lie with you in your graye: 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 
You should haye been Pie Sse and have kept it. 
Gave it a judge’s clerk! no, God’s my judge, 
The clerk will ne’er wear hair on’s face, that had it. 
Gra. He will, an ifhe live to be a man. 
Ner. Ay, if a woman liye to be a man. 
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Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth, 
A kind of boy; a little scrubbed boy, 

No higher than thyself, the judge’s clerk ; 
A prating boy, that bege’d it as a fee: 
I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I must be plain with you, 

To part so slightly with your wife’s first gift ; 

A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger , 

And so riveted with faith unto your flesh. 

I gaye my lovearing, and made him swear 

Never to part with it; and here he stands: 

I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it, 

Nor pluck it from his finger for the wealth 

That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief: 

An ’t were tome, Ishould be mad at it. 

Bass. {Aside.] Why, I were best to cut my left hand off, 
And swear I lost the ring defending it. 

Gra. My lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg’dit, and, indeed, 
Desery’d it too; and then the boy, his clerk, 

That took some pains in writing, he begg’d mine; 
And neither man, nor master, would take aught 
But the two rings. 

Por. What ring, gave you, my lord? 
Not that, Ihope, which you receiv’d of me. 

Bass. Wf could add a lie unto a fault, 

I would deny it; but yousee, my finger 
Hath not the ring uponit: itis gone. 

Por. Even so void is your false heart of truth. 
By heaven, I will ne’er come in your bed 
Until I see the ring. 


er. Nor I in yours, 
Till I again see mine. 
Bass. Sweet Portia, 


If you did know to whom I gave the ring, 
If you did know for whom I gave the ring, 


427 


7h MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


And would conceive for what I gave the ring, 

And how unwillingly I left the ring, 

When naught would be accepted but the ring, 

You would abate the strength of your displeasure. 

Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring, 

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring , 

Or your own honour to contain the ring, 

You would not then have parted with the ring. 

‘What man is there so much unreasonable, 

If you had pleas’d to have defended it 

With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 

To urge the thing held as a ceremony? 

Nerissa teaches me what to believe: 

I'll die for ’t, but some woman had the ring. 

Bass. No, by mine honour, madam, by my soul, 

No woman had it; but a civil doctor, 

Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me, 

And begg’d the ring, the which I did deny him, 

And suffer’d him to go displeas’d away, 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet lady? 

I was enforc’d to send it after him : 

I was beset with shame and courtesy; 

My honour would not let ingratitude 

So much besmear it. Pardonme, good lady, 

For, by these blessed candles of the night, 

Had you been there, I think, you would have bege’d 
The ring of me to give the worthy doctor. 

Por. Let not that doctor e’er come near my house. 

Since he hath got the jewel that I loy’d, 
And that which you did swear to keep for me, 
I will become as liberal as you: 
I'll not deny him any thing I haye; 
No, not my body, nor my husband’s bed. 
Know him I shall, I am well sure of it: 
Lie not a night from home; watch me like Argus; 
If you do not, if 1 be left alone, 
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Now, by mine honour, which is yet mine own, 
Ill have that doctor for my bedfellow. 

Nerv. AndIhis clerk; therefore, be well advis’d 
How you do leaye me to mine own protection. 

Gra. Well, do youso: let not me take him, then; 
For, iff do, I’ll mar the young clerk’s pen. 

Ant. Yam th’ unhappy subject of these quarrels. 


Por. Sir, grieve not you; you are welcome notwithstanding. 


Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong; 
And in the hearing of these many friends 
I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 

Wherein I see myself, — 

Por. Mark you but that! 
In both my eyes he doubly sees himself; 

In each eye, one: — swear by your double self, 
And there ’s an oath of credit. 

Bass. Nay, but hear me. 
Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear, 

I never more will break an oath with thee. 

Ant. ILonce did lend my body for his wealth, 
Which, but for him that had your husband’s ring, 
Had quite miscarried: I dare be bound again, 

My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly. 

Por. Then, you shallbe his surety. Give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant. Here, lord Bassanio; swear to keep this ring. 

Bass. By heaven! itis the same I gave the doctor. 

Por. Yhadit of him: pardon me, Bassanio, 

For by this ring the doctor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 
For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor’s clerk, 
In lieu of this last night did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of highways 
In summer, where the ways are fair enough. 

What! are we cuckolds, ere we have deserv'd it? 

Por, Speak not so grossly. — You are all amaz’d: 
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Here is a letter, read it at your leisure; 
It comes from Padua, from Bellario: 
There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor; 
Nerissa there, her clerk. Lorenzo, here, 
Shall witness I set forth as soon as you, 
And even but now return’d: I have not yet 
Enter'd my house. — Antonio, you are welcome; 
And I have better news in store for you, 
Than you expect: unseal this letter soon; 
There you shall find, three of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly, 
You shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 
Ant. Iam dumb. 
Bass. Were you the doctor, and I knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me cuckold? 
Ner. Ay; but the clerk that never means to do it, 
Unless he live until he be a man. 
Bass. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow: 
When Iam absent, then, lie with my wife. ; 
Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life, and living, 
For here I read for certain that my ships 
Are safely come to road. 


Por. How now, Lorenzo? 
My clerk hath some good comforts, too, for you. 
Ner, Ay, andI’ll give them him without a fee. — 
There do I give to you and Jessica, 
From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift , 
After his death, of all he dies possess’d of. 
Lor. Fair ladies , you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 
Por. It is almost morning, 
And yet, Iam sure, you are not Satisfied 
Of these events at full. Let us goin; 
And charge us there upon inter’gatories, 
And we will answer all things faithfully. 
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Gra. Let itbeso: the first inter’gatory, 
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on, is, 
Whether till the next night she had rather stay, 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to-day? 
But were the day come, I should wish it dark, 
Till I were couching with the doctor’s clerk. 
Well, while Ilive, I’ll fear no other thing 
So sore, as keeping safe Nerissa’s ring. 


[Exeunt. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


DUKE, Senior, living in exile. SIR OLIVER MAR-TEXT, a Vi-~ 
FREDERICK, his Brother, usurper car. 

of his dominions. CORIN, Nop, herds 
AMIENS) Lindeiaitending vpan SSMEVIUG3! cee 
JAQUES :} the exiled Duke. WILLIAM, a Country Fellow, in 
LE BEAU, a Courtier. love with Audrey. 
CHARLES, a Wrestler. HYMEN. 
OLIVER 7 5 
JAQUES, Sons of Sir Rowland ROSALIND, Daughter to the exiled 
gpAM OLA, D Frederick 

Metal ; . ELIA, Daughter to Frederick. 

DENNIS Sire a Olver. PHEBE, a Shepherdess. 
TOUCHSTONE, a Clown. AUDREY, a Country Wench. 


Lords; Pages, Foresters, and Attendants. 


The SCENE lies, first, near Oliver’s House; afterwerds, in the 
Usurper’s Court, and in the Forest of Arden. 


ACT: I... “SCENE /I. 
An Orchard, near OLIVER’s House. 


Enter Ontanpo and ADAM. 

Orl. AsI remember, Adam, it was upon this fashion be- 
queathed me by will, but a poor thousand crowns; and, as thou 
say’st, charged my brother on his blessing to breed me well: and 
there begins my sadness, My brother Jaques he keeps at school, 
and report speaks goldenly of his profit: for my part, he keeps me 
rustically athome, or, to speak more properly, stays me here at 
home unkept; for call you that keeping for a gentleman of my 
birth, that differs not from the stalling of an ox? His horses are 
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bred better; for, besides that they are fair with their feeding, they 
are taught their manage, and to that end riders dearly hired: but 
I, his brother, gain nothing under him but growth, for the which 
his animals on his dunghills are as much bound to him asI. Be- 
sides this nothing that he so plentifully gives me, the something 
that nature gave me, his countenance seems to take from me: he 
lets me feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and, 
as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my education. 
This is it, Adam, that grieves me; and the spirit of my father, 
which I think is within me, begins to mutiny against this servitude. 
I will no longer endure it, though yet I know no wise remedy how 
to avoid it. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

Orl. Goapart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he will shake 
me up. 

Enter OLIVER. 

Oli. Now, Sir! what make you here? 

Orl. Nothing: Iam not taught to make any thing. 

Oli. What mar you then, Sir? 

Orl. Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar that which God 
made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with idleness. 

Oli. Marry, Sir, be better employed, and be naught awhile. 

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with them? What 
prodigal portion have I spent, that [should come to such penury? 

Oli. Know you where you are, Sir? 

Orl. O! Sir, very well: here, in your orchard. 

Oli. Know you before whom, Sir? 

Orl. Ay, better than he Iam before‘knows me. Iknow, you 
are my eldest brother; and, in the gentle condition of blood, you 
should so know me. The courtesy of nations allows you my better, 
in that you are the first-born; but the same fradition takes not away 
my blood, were there twenty brothers befWixt us. Ihave as much 
of my fatherin me, as you, albeit, I confess, your coming before 
me is nearer to his reverence. 

Oli. What, boy! 

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young in this. 

Oli. Wilt thou Jay hands on me, yillain? 
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Orl. Yam no villain: I am the youngest son of Sir Rowland 
de Bois; he was my father, and he is thrice a villain, that says, 
such a father begot villains. Wert thou not my brother, I would 
not take this hand from thy throat, till this other had pulled out 
thy tongue for saying so: thou hast railed on thyself. ) 

Adam. [Comng forward.] Sweet masters, be patient: for 
your father’s remembrance, be at accord. 

Oli. Letme go, I say. 


Orl. Iwillnot, till I please: you shall hear me. My father 
charged you in his will to give me good education: you have trained 
me like a peasant, obscuring and hiding from me all gentleman- 
like qualities: the spirit of my father grows strong inme, andI 
will no longer endure it; therefore, allow me such exercises as may 
become a gentleman, or give me the poor allottery my father left 
me by testament: with that I will go buy my fortunes. 

Oli. And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is spent? Well, 
Sir, get you in: I will not long be troubled with you; you shall 
have some part of your will. Ipray you, leave me. 

Orl. I will no further offend you, than becomes me for my 
good. 

Oli. Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is old dog my reward? Most true, I have lost my 
teeth in your service. — God be with my old master! he would not 
haye spoke such a word. [ Exeunt OnLANDO and ADAM. 

Oli. Isit even so? begin you to grow upon me? I will physic 
yourrankness, and yet give no thousand crowns neither. Hola, 
Dennis! 


Enter DENNIS. 

Den. (Calls your worship? 

Oli. Was not Charles, the duke’s wresfler, here to speak 
with me? 

Den. So please you, he is here at the door, and importunes 
access to you. 

Oli. Callhimin. [Eat Dennis.] — ’T will be a good way; 
and to-morrow the wrestling is. 
435 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


Enter CHARLES. 

Cha. Good morrow to your worship, 

Oli. Good monsieur Charles, what ’s the new news at the 
new court? 

Cha. There’s no news at the court, Sir, but the old news: 
thatis, the old duke is banished by his younger brother the new 
duke, and three or four loying lords have put themselves into yo- 
Juntary exile with him, whose lands and revenues enrich the new 
duke; therefore, he gives them good leaye to wander. 

Oli. Can you tell, if Rosalind, the duke’s daughter, be ba- 
nished with her father? 

Cha. O! no; for the duke’s daughter, her cousin, so loves 
her, being ever from their cradles bred together, that she would 
have followed her exile, or have died to stay behind her. She is at 
the court, and no less beloved of her uncle than his own daughter; 
and never two ladies loved as they do. 

Oli. Where will the old duke live? 

Cha. ‘They say, he is already in the forest of Arden, anda 
many merry men with him; and there they live like the old Robin 
Hood of England. They say, many young gentlemen flock to 
him every day, and fleet the time carelessly, as they did in the 
golden world. 

Oli. .What; you wrestle to-morrow before the new duke? 

Cha. Marry, do I, Sir; and I came to acquaint you with a 
matter. Iam given, Sir, secretly to understand, that your 
younger brother, Orlando, hath a disposition to come in dis- 
guised against me to try a fall. To-morrow, Sir, I wrestle for 
my credit, and he that escapes me without some broken limb 
Shall acquit him well. Your brother is but young, and tender; 
and, for yourloye, I would be loath to foil him, as I must for my 
own honour if he come in: therefore, out of my love to youl came 
hither to acquaint you withal, that either you might stay him from 
his intendment, or brook such disgrace well as he shall run into, 
in that it is a thing of his own search, and altogether against 
my will. 

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love tome, which, thou 
shalt find, I will most kindly requite. had myself notice of my 
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brother’s purpose herein, and have by underhand means laboured 
to dissuade him from it; but he is resolute. I ’Il tell thee, 
Charles: it isthestubbornest young fellow of France; fullof ambi- 
tion, an envious emulator of every man’s good parts, asecret and 
villanous contriver against me his natural brother: therefore, 
use thy discretion. Ihad as lief thou didst break his neck as 
his finger: and thou wert best look to ’t; for ifthou dost him any 
slight disgrace, or if he do not mightily grace himself on thee, 
he will practise against thee by poison, entrap thee by some 
treacherous device, and never leave thee till he hath ta’en thy life 
by some indirect means or other; for, I assure thee (and 
almost with tears I speak it) there is not one so young and so 
villanous this day living. I speak but brotherly of him; but 
should I anatomize him to thee as he is, I must blush and weep, 
and thou must look pale and wonder. 

Cha. Yam heartily glad I came hither to you. If he come 
to-morrow, I’ll give him his payment: if ever he go alone again, 
I ‘Il never wrestle for prize more; and so, God keep your wor- 
ship ! [ Hatt. 

Oli. Farewell good Charles. — Now willI stir this gamester. 
Thope, I shall see an end of him; for my soul, yet I know not 
why, hates nothing more than he: yet he’s gentle; never schooled, 
and yet learned; full of noble device; of all sorts enchantingly 
beloved, and, indeed, so much in the heart of the world, and 
especially of my own people, who best know him, that I am 
altogether misprised. But it shall not be so long; this wrestler 
shall clear all: nothing remains, but that I kindle the boy thither, 
which now I'll go about. [Eait. 


SCENE II. 


A Lawn before the Duxr’s Palace. 


Enter Rosauinp and CEwtA. 

Cel. Ipray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be merry. 

Ros. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am mistress of, 
and would you yetI were merrier? Unless you could teach me to 
forget a banished father, you must not learn me how to remember 
any extraordinary pleasure. 
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Cel. Herein, I see, thou lovest me not with the full Weight 
that Ilove thee. Ifmy uncle, thy banished father, had banished 
thy uncle, the duke my father, so thou hadst been still with me, 
I could have taught my love to take thy father for mine: so 
would’st thou, if the truth of thy love to me were so righteously 
tempered, as mine is to thee. 

fios. Well, I will forget the condition of my estate, to re- 
joice in yours. 

Cel. You know, my father hath no child but I, nor none 
is like to have; and, truly, when he dies, thou shalt be his 
heir: for what he hath taken away from thy father perforce, I will 
render thee again in affection: by mine.honour, I will; and when 
I break that oath let me turn monster. Therefore, my sweet 
Rose, my dear Rose, be merry, 

Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise sports. Let 
me see; what think you of falling in love? 

Cel. Marry, I pr’ythee, do, to make sport withal: but love 
no man in good earnest; nor‘no further in sport neither, than 
with safety of a pure blush thou may’st in honour come off again. 

fios.. What shall be our sport then? 

Cel. Let us sit, and mock the good housewife, Fortune, 
from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be bestowed 
equally. 

fios. I would, we could do so; for her benefits are mightily 
misplaced, and the bountiful blind woman doth most mistake in 
her gifts to women. 

Col. ’T is true, for those that she makes fair, she scarce 
makes honest; and those that she makes honest, she makes very 
ill-favouredly. 

fios. Nay, now thou goest from fortune’s office to nature’s: 
fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in the lineaments of 
nature. 

Enter ToucustTone. 


Cel. No: when nature hath made a fair creature, may she 


not by fortune fall into the fire? — Though nature hath given us 


wit to flout at fortune, hath not fortune sent in this fool to cut off’ 
the argument? 
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Ros. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature, when 
fortune makes nature’s natural the cutter off of nature’s wit. 

Gel. Peradyenture, this is not fortune’s work neither, but 
nature’s; who, perceiving our natural wits too dull to reason 
of such goddesses, hath sent this natural for our whetstone: 
for always the dulness of the fool is the whetstone of the wits. — 
How now, wit? whither wander you? 

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to your father. 

Gel, Were you made the messenger? 

Touch. No, by mine honour; but I was bid to come for you. 

Ros. Where learned you that oath, fool? 

Touch. Ofa certain knight, that swore by his honour they 
were good pancakes, and swore by his honour the mustard was 
naught: now, I ‘Il stand to it, the pancakes were naught, and 
the mustard was good, and yet was not the knight forsworn. 

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap of your know- 
ledge? 

Ros. Ay, marry: now unmuzzle your wisdom. 

Touch. Stand you both forth now: stroke your chins, and 
swear by your beards that I ama knave. 

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 

Touch. By my knayery, iffhad it, then I were; butif you 
swear by that that is not, you are not forsworn: no more was this 
knight, swearing by his honour, for he never had any; or if he 
had, he had sworn it away before ever he saw those pancakes, or 
that mustard. 

Cel. -Pr’ythee, who is’t that thou mean’st? 

Touch. One that old Frederick, your father, loves. 

Ros. My father’s love is enough to honour him enough. 
Speak no more of him: you'll be whipped for taxation, one of 
these days. 

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not speak wisely, 
what wise men do foolishly. 

Cel. By my troth, thou say’st true; for since the little wit 
that fools have was silenced, the little foolery that wise men have 
makes a greatshow. Here comes Monsieur Le Beau. 
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Enter Le Beau. 
fos. With his mouth full of news. 


Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed their young. 
fios. Then shall we be news-craram’d. 
Cel. All the better; we shall be the more marketable. Bon 
jour, Monsieur Le Beau: what’s the news? 
Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much 
Cel. Sport? Of what colour? 
Le Beau. What colour, madam? 
Ros. As wit and fortune will. 
Louch. Oras the destinies decree, 


Cel. Wellsaid: that was laid on witha trowel.” 
Touch. Nay, if keep not my rank, — 
fos. Thou losest thy old smell. 


Le Beau. You amaze me, ladies: I would haye told you of 
good wrestling, which you haye lost the sight of, 
Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling. 


Le Beau. Iwill tell you the beginning; and, if it please your 
ladyships, you may see the end, for the best is yet to do: and 
here, where you are, 


they are coming to perform it. 
Cel. Well, —the beginning, that is dead and buried. 
Le Beau. 


There comes an old man ,» and his three sons, — 
Cel. Icould match this beginning with an old tale. 


Le Beau. Three proper young men, of excellent growth and 
presence ; — 


Ros. With bills on their necks ,— 
by these presents ,”— 

Le Beau. The eldest of the three w 
duke’s wrestler; which 
broke three of his ribs, 
he served the second 


good sport. 


How shall I answer you? 


‘*Be it known unto all men 


restled with Charles, the 
Charles in a moment threw him, and 
that there is little hope of life in him: so 
» and so the third. Yonder they lie, the 

making such pitiful dole oyer them, 
part with weeping. 


poor old man, their father’, 
that all the beholders take his 
ftos. Alas! 
Touch. 
haye lost? 


Le Beau. . Why, this that I speak of, 


But what is the sport, monsieur, that the ladies 
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Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every day! it is the first 
time that ever I heard breaking of ribs was sport for ladies. 

Cel. Or, I promise thee. 

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this broken music in 
his sides? is there yet another dotes upon rib-breaking ? — Shall we 
see this wrestling, cousin? 

Le Beau. You must, if you stay here; for here is the place 
appointed for the wrestling, and they are ready to perform it. 

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming: let us now stay and 
see it. 


Flourish. Enter Duke Freperick, Lords, OrRLANnbDo, 
CHARLES, and Attendants. 


Duke F. Comeon: since the youth will not be entreated, his 
own peril on his forwardness. 

Ros. Is yonder the man? 

Le Beau. Evenhe, madam. 

Cel. Alas! heis too young: yet he looks successfully. 

Duke F. How now, daughter, and cousin! are you crept 
hither to see the wrestling? 

Ros. -Ay, my liege, so please you give us leave. 

Duke F. You will take little delight in it, I can tell you, 
there is such odds inthe man. In pity of the challenger’s youth I 
would fain dissuade him, but he will not be entreated: speak to 
him, ladies; see if you can move him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

Duke F. Doso: I'll not be by. [DUKE goes apart. 

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the princess calls for 
you. 

QOrl. attend them, with all respect and duty. 

Ros. Youngman, have you challenged Charles the wrestler? 

Orl. No, fair princess; he is the general challenger: [come 
but in, as others do, to try with him the strength of my youth. 

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold for your 
years. You have seen cruel proof of this man’s strength:. if you 
saw yourself with your eyes, or knew yourself with your judgment, 
the fear of your adventure would counsel you to a more equal 
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enterprise. We pray you, for your own sake, to embrace your 
own safety, and give over this attempt. 

Ros. Do, young Sir: your reputation shall not therefore be 
misprised. We will make it our suit tothe duke, that the wres- 
tling might not go forward. 

Orl. beseech you, punish me not with your hard thoughts, 
wherein I confess me much guilty, to deny so fair and excellent 
ladies any thing. But let your fair eyes, and gentle wishes, go 
with me to my trial: wherein if I be foiled, there is but one 
shamed that.was never gracious: if killed, but one dead that is 
willing to be so. Ishall do my friends no wrong, for I have none 
to lament me; the world no injury, forinitI have nothing; only 
in the world I fill up a place, which may be better supplied when I 
have made it empty. 

Ros. The little strength that Ihave, I would it were with you. 

Cel. And mine, to eke out hers. 

fos. Fare you well. Pray heaven, I be deceived in you! 

Cel. Your heart’s desires be with you. 

Cha. Come; where is this young gallant, that is so desirous 
to lie with his mother earth? 

Orl. Ready, Sir; but his will hath in it a more modest 
working. 

Duke F. You shall try but one fall. 

Cha. No, Iwarrant your grace, you shall not entreat him to 
asecond, that have so mightily persuaded him from a first. 

Orl. You mean to mock me after: you should not haye 

mocked me before; but come your ways. 
Ros. Now, Hercules be thy speed, young man! 

Cel. I would I were invisible, to catch the strong fellow by 

the leg. [CHARLES and ORLANDO wrestle. 
Ros. O, excellent young man! 
Cel. £1 hada thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell who should 
down. [CHARLES ts thrown. Shout. 
Duke F. Nomore, no more. 
Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace: I am not yet well breathed. 
Duke F. How dost thou, Charles? 
Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord. 
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Duke F. Bear him away. [CHARLES is borne out. 
What is thy name, young man? 
Orl.. Orlando, my liege: the youngest son of Sir Rowland 
de Bois. 
Duke F. Ywould, thou hadst been son to some man else. | 
The world esteem’d thy father honourable, 
But I did find him still mine enemy: 
Thou shouldst have better pleas’d me with this decd, 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 
But fare thee well; thou art a gallant youth. 
I would thou hadst told me of another father. 
[Exeunt Duke Frep. Train, and Le BEAU. 
‘Cel. WerelI my father, coz, would I do this? 
Orl. Yam more proud to be Sir Rowland’s son, 
His youngest son, and would not change that calling, 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 
Ros. My fatherlov’d Sir Rowland as his soul, 
And all the world was of my father’s mind. 
Had I before known this young man his son, 
I should have given him tears unto entreaties, 
Ere he should thus have ventur’d. 
Cel. Gentle cousin , 
Let us go thank him, and encourage him: 
My father’s rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart. — Sir, you have well deserv’d : 
If you do keep your promises in love 
But justly, as you have exceeded all promise, 
Your mistress shall be happy. 
Ros. Gentleman, 
[Giving him a chain from her neck. 
Wear this forme, one out of suits with fortune, 
That could give more, but that her hand Jacks means. — 
Shall we go, coz? 
Cel. Ay. — Fare you well, fair gentleman. 
Orl. CanInotsay, I thank you? My better parts 
Are all thrown down, and that which here stands up 
Is but a quintaine, a mere lifeless block. 
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ftos. He calls us back. My pride fell with my fortunes; 
I'll ask him what he would. — Did you call, Sir? — 
Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 
Cel. Willyou go, coz? 
fios. Have with you. — Fare you well. 
[Exeunt ROSALIND and CELIA. 
Orl. What passion hangs these weights upon my tongue? 
I cannot speak to her, yet she urg’d conference. 


Re-enter LE BEAU. 


O, poor Orlando! thou art overthrown. 
Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee. 


Le Beau. Good Sir, 1 do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place. Albeit you have deserv’d 
High commendation, true applause, and loye > 
Yet such is now the duke’s condition ; 
That he misconstrues all that you have done. 
The duke is humorous: what he is, indeed, 
More suits you to conceive, than me to speak of. 


Orl. Ythank you, Sir; and, pray you, tell me this: 
Which of the two was daughter of the duke, 
That here was at the wrestling? 


Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by manners; 
But yet, indeed, the smaller is his daughter: 
The other is daughter to the banish’d duke, 

And here detain’d by her usurping uncle, 

To keep his daughter company; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 

But I can tell you, that of late this duke 

Hath ta’en displeasure ’gainst his gentle niece, 
Grounded upon no other argument, 

But that the people praise her for her virtues, 
And pity her for her good father’s sake; 

And, on my life, his malice ’gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. — Sir, fare you well: 
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‘Hereafter, ina better world than this, 
‘1 shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 

Orl. rest much bounden to you: fare you well. 
[Exit LE Beau. 
Thus must I from the smoke into the smother; 
From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother. — 
But heavenly Rosalind! [Exit. 


SCENE III. 
A Room in the Palace. 


Enter CeELia and ROSALIND. 

Cel. Why, cousin; why, Rosalind. — Cupid have mercy t— 
Not a word? ' 

Ros. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be cast away upon 
curs, throw some of them at me: come, lame me with reasons. 

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up, when: the one 
should be lamed with reasons, and the other mad without any. 

Cel. But is all this for your father? 

Ros. No, some of it for my child’s father. O, how full of 
briars is this working-day world! 

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee in holiday 
foolery: if we walk notin the trodden paths, our every petticoats 
will catch them. 

Ros. could shake them off my coat: these burs are in my 
heart. 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Ros. Uwouldtry, ifI could cry hem, and have him. 

Cel. Come, come; wrestle with thy affections. 

Ros. O! they take the part of a better wrestler than myself. 

Cel. ©, a good wish upon you! you will try in time, in 
despite‘of a fall. — But, turning these jests out of service, let us 
talk in good earnest. . Is it possible, on such a sudden, you 
should fall into so strong a liking with old Sir Rowland’s youngest 
son? 

Ros, The duke my father lov’d his father dearly. 
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Cel. Doth it therefore ensue, that you should love his son 
dearly? By this kind of chase, I should hate him, for my father 
hated his father dearly; yet I hate not Orlando. 

fios. No’faith, hate him not, for my sake. - 

Cel. Why should I not? doth he not deserve well? 

fios. Let me love him for that; and do you loye him, because 
Ido. — 

Enter Duke FrepERicK, with Lords. 
Look, here comes the duke. 

Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 

Duke F. Mistress, dispatch you with your safest haste, 
And get you from our court. 

Ros. Me, uncle? 

Duke F. You, cousin: 
Within these ten days if that thou be’st found 
So near our public court as twenty miles, 

Thou diest for it. 
Ros. I do beseech your grace, 
Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me. 
If with myself I hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine own desires, 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantic, 
(As I do trust I am not) then, dear uncle ; 
Never so much as in a thought unborn 
Did I offend your highness. 
Duke F. Thus do all traitors ; 
If their purgation did consist in words, 
They are as innocent as grace itself. 
Let it suffice thee, that I trust thee not 
fios. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor. 
Tell me, whereon the likelihood depends. , 
Duke F. Thou art thy father’s daughter: there’s enough. 
fios. So was I when your highness took his dukedom; 
So was I when your highness banish’d him. 
Treason is not inherited, my lord; 
Or if we did deriye it from our friends, 
What ’s that to me? my father was no traitor. 
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Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much, 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 
Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 
Duke F. Ay, Celia: we stay’d her for your sake ; 
Else had she with her father rang’d along. 
Cel. Idid not then entreat to have her stay: 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorse. 
I was too young that time to value her, 
But now I know her: if she be a traitor, 
Why so amI; we still haye slept together, 
Rose at an instant, learn’d, play’d, eat together; 
And wheresoe’er we went, like Juno’s swans, 
Still we went coupled, and inseparable. 
Duke F. Sheis too subtle for thee; and her smoothness, 
Her very silence, and her patience, 
Speak to the people, and they pity her. 
Thou art a fool: she robs thee of thy name; 
And thou wilt show more bright, and seem more virtuous , 
When she is gone. Then, open not thy lips: 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 
Which I have pass’d upon her. She is banish’d. 
Cel. Pronounce that sentence, then, onme, my liege: 
I cannot live out of her company. 
Duke F. Youareafool. — You, niece, provide yourself: 
If you out-stay the time, upon mine honour, 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 


[Exeunt Duke Frepertcx and Lords. 


Cel. O, my poor Rosalind! whither wilt thou go ?, 
Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou more griev’d than I am. 

Ros, Ihave more cause. 

Cel. Thou hast not, cousin. 
Prythee, be cheerful: know’st thou not, the duke 
Hath banished me, his daughter? 

Ros. That he hath not. 

Cel. No? hath not? Rosalind lacks, then, the love, 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one. | 
KAT 
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Shall we be sunder’d? shall we part, sweet girl? 
No: Jet my father seek another heir. 
Therefore, devise with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us: 
And do not seek to take your change upon you, 
To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out; 
For, by this heayen, now at our sorrows pale, 
Say what thou canst, Il] go along with thee. 
fios. Why, whither shall we go? 
Cel. 
In the forest of Arden. 
fios. Alas, what danger will it be to us, 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far! 
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 
Cel. I'll put myself in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kind of umber smirch my face. : 
The like do you: so shall we pass along, 
And never stir assailants. | 
Ros. Were it not better, 
Because that Iam more than common tall, 
That I did suit me all points like a man? 
A gallant curtle-ax upon my thigh, 
A boar-spear in my hand; and, in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman’s fear there will, 
We ’Il have a swashing and a martial outside; 
As many other mannish cowards have, 
That do outface it with their semblances. 
Cel. What shall I call thee, when thou art a man? 
fios. I'll have no worse a name than Joye’s own page, 
And therefore look you call me Ganymede. 
But what will you be call’d? 
Cel. Something that hath a reference to my state: 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 
Ros. , But, cousin, what ifswe essay’d to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father’s court? 
Would he not be a comfort to our trayel? 


Cel. He’ §9 along o’er the wide world with me; 


To seek my uncle 
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Leave me alone to woo him. Let ’s away, 

And get our jewels and our wealth together, 

Devise the fittest time, and safest way 

To hide us from pursuit that will be made 

After my flight. Now go we in content . 
To liberty, and not to banishment. [Eveunt, 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 
The Forest of Arden. 


Enter Duke, Senior, AmieNS, and other Lords, like Foresters. 
Duke S. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile, 
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet, igs 
Than that of painted pomp? Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court? 
Here feel we not the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons’ difference; as, the icy fang, 
And churlish chiding of the winter’s wind, 
Which when it bites, and blows upon my body, 
Even till I shrink with cold, Ismile, and say, 
This is no flattery: these are counsellors 
That feelingly persuade me what I am. _ 
Sweet are the uses of adversity , 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head; 
And this our life, exempt from public haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 
Ami. Iwould not changeit. Happy is your grace, 
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 
Duke S, Come, shall we go and kill us venison? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, 
Being native burghers of this desert city , 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads, 
Have their round haunches gor’d. | 
I, 
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1 Lord. Indeed, my lord, 
The melancholy Jaques grieves.at that ; 
And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother that hath banish’d you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens and myself 
Did. steal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood; 
To the which place a poor sequester’d stag, 
That from the hunter’s aim had ta’en a hurt, 
Did come to languish: and, indeed, my lord, 
The wretched animal-heay’d forth such groans, 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting; and.the big round tears 
Cours’d one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase: and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 
Duke S. R But what said Jaques? 
Did he not moralize this spectacle? 
1 Lord. O! yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping into the needless stream; 
“Poor deer,” quoth he, ‘‘thou mak’st.a testament 
As wordlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much.” Then, being there alone, 
Left and abandon’d of his velvet friend ; 
‘’T is right,’ quoth he; ‘‘thus misery doth part 
The flux of company.” Anon, a careless herd, 
Full of the pasture, jumps.along by: him, 
And never stays to greethim: ‘‘Ay,”’ quoth Jaques, 
‘*Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens; 
’T is just the fashion: wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there?” 
Thus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court, 
Yea, and of this our life, swearing, that we 
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Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what’s worse, 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up 
In their assign’d and native dwelling place. 
Duke S. And did you leave him in this contemplation? 
2 Lord. Wedid, mylord, weeping and commenting 
Upon the sobbing deer. 
Duke S. Show me the place. 
I Jove to cope him in these sullen fits , 
For then he’s full of matter. 
2 Lord. Yl bring you to him straight. [Exeunt. 


SCENE If. 
A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Duke Frepentcx, Lords, and Attendants. 


Duke F. Can it be possible that no man saw them? 
T cannot be: some villains of my court 
Are of consent and sufferance in this. 
1 Lord. cannot hear of any that did see her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 
Saw her a-bed;. and in the morning early 
: They found the bed untreasur’d of their mistress. 
2 Lord. My lord, the roynish clown, at whom so oft 
Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hesperia, the princess’ gentlewoman, 
Confesses that she secretly o’er-heard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler , 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles ; 
And she believes, wherever they are gone, 
That youth is surely in their company. 
Duke F. Send to his brother: fetch that gallant bither; 
If he be absent, bring his brother to me, 
I’ll make him find him. Do this suddenly, 
And Jet not search and inquisition quail 
To bring again these foolish runaways. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IIL. 
Before O_rvER’s House. 


Enter Onuanno and Apam, meeting. 
Orl. Who’s there? 
Adam. What! my young master? — 0, my gentle master! 
O, my sweet master! O, you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland! why, what make you here? 
Why are you virtuous? Why do people love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, Strong, and valiant? 
Why would you be so fond to overcome 
The bony priser of the humorous duke? 
Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies? 
No more do yours: your yirtues, gentle master , 
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 
O, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it! 
Orl. Why, what’s the matter? 
Adam. O, unhappy youth! 
Come not within these doors: within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives. 
Your brother — (no, no brother: yet the son — 
Yet not the son — I will not call him son — 
Of him I was about to call his father y— 
Hath heard your praises, and this night he means 
To burn the lodging where you use to lie, 
And you within it: ifhe fail of that, 
He will have other means to cut you off: 
I overheard him, and his practices. 
This is no place; this house is but a butchery : 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 
Orl. .Why, whither, Adam, would’st thou have me go? 
Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here. 
Orl. What! would’st thou have me go and beg my food , 
Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce 
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A thievish living on the common road? 
This J must do,. or know not what to do; 
Yet this I will not do, do how! can. 
Lrather will subject me to the malice 

Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 


Adam. But donotso. Ihave five hundred crowns, 


The thrifty hire I sav’d under your father, 
Which I did store, to be my foster-nurse 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame, 
And unregarded age in corners thrown. 
Take that; and He that doth the ravens feed, 
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, 
Be comfort to my age! Here is the gold: 
All this I give you. Let me be your servaat : 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty ; 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood; 
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility ; 
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter, 
Frosty, but kindly. Let me go with you: 
I'll do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. 

Orl.. O, good old man! how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world, 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times 
Where none will sweat but for promotion, 
And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having: itis not so with thee. 
But, poor old man, thou prun’st a rotten tree, 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry. 
But come thy ways: we'll go along together, 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent, 
We li light upon some settled low content. 
Adam. Master, goon, and1 will follow thee 
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To the last gasp with truth and loyalty, 

From seventeen years, till now almost fourscore, 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 

At seventeen years many their fortunes seek; 

But at fourscore it is too late a week: 

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better, 

Than to die well, and not my master’s debtor. 


SCENE IV. 
The Forest of Arden. 


Enter Rosautnp for Ganymede, Cevta for Aliena , and Clown, 
alias TOUCHSTONE. 

Ros. O Jupiter! how weary are my spirits! 

Touch. care not for my Spirits, if my legs were not weary. 

fos. I could find in my heart to disgrace my man’s apparel, 
and to cry like a woman; but I must comfort the weaker vessel, as 
doublet and hose ought to show itself courageous to petticoat: 
therefore, courage, good Aliena. 

Cel. Upray you, bear withme: Ican go no farther, 

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with you, than bear 
you: yet I should bear no cross, if I did bear you, for, I think, 
you have no money in your purse, 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch. Ay, now am Lin Arden: the more fool I: when I was 
at home I was in a better place, but travellers must be content. 

fios. Ay, beso, good Touchstone. — Look you; who comes 
here? a young man, and an old, in solenin talk. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter Corin and Stnysus, 
Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you still. 
Sil. O Corin, that thou knew’st howI do love her! 
Cor. Ipartly guess, for I have loy’d ere now. 
Sil. No, Corin; being old, thou canst not guess , 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover 
As ever sigh’d upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
As sure I think did never man love so, 
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How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy? 

Cor. Into a thousand that I have forgotten. 

Sil. O! thou didst then ne’er love so heartily. 
If thou remember’st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into, 

Thou hast not lov’d: 

Or if thou hast not sat, as Ido now, 

Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress’ praise, 

Thou hast not lov’d: 

Or if thou hast not broke from company , 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me , 

Thou hast not lov’d. 

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe! [Exit Sinvrus. 

Ros. Alas, poor shepherd! searching of thy wound, 

I have by hard adventure found mine own. 

Touch. AndImine. Tremember, when I was in love I broke 
my sword upon a stone, and bid him take that for coming a-night 
to Jane Smile: and I remember the kissing of her batler, and the 
cow’s dugs that her pretty chapped hands had milked: and I re- 
member the wooing of a peascod instead‘of her; from whom I took 
two cods, and, giving her them again, said with weeping tears, 
‘‘ Wear these for my sake.” We, that are true lovers, run into 
strange capers; but as all is mortal in nature, So is allnature in 
love mortal in folly. 

Ros. Thou speakest wiser than thou art ’ware of. 

Touch. Nay, [shall ne’er be ware of mine own wit, 

Till I break my shins against it. 
Ros. Jove, Jove! thisshepherd’s passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 
Touch. And’‘mine; but it grows Something stale with me. 
Cel. Ipray you, one of you question yond’ man, 
If he for gold will give us any food: 
I faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holla, you clown! 

Ros. Peace , fool: hé ’s not thy kinsman. 

Cor. Who calls? 
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Touch. Your betters, Sir. 
t. Cor. Else are they very wretched. 
Pag Ros. 
Bae Good even to you, friend. 
Bik Cor. And to you, gentle Sir; and to you all. 
Boe fios. I pr’ythee, shepherd, if that love, or gold, 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed. 
fa Here ’s a young maid with travel much oppress’d, 
See And faints for succour. 
Ros. ' Fair Sir, Lpity her, 
And wish, for her sake more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her; 
But I am shepherd to another man, 
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze: 
My master is of churlish disposition, 
And little recks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality. 
Besides, his cote, his flocks , and bounds of feed, 
Are now on sale: and at our sheepcote now, 
By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on; but what is, come see, 
And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 
ftos, What is he that shall buy his flock and pasture? 
Cor. That young swain that you saw here but erewhile, 
That little cares for buying any thing. 
fios. Ipray thee, if it stand with honesty, 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock ; 
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 
Cel. And we will mend thy wages. 
And willingly could waste my time‘in it. 
Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold. 
Go with me: if you like, upon-report, 
The soil, the profit, and this kind of life ; 
I will your very faithful feeder be : 
And buy it with your gold right suddenly. 


Peace, Isay. — 


I like this place, 


[Exeunt. 


456 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


SCENE V. 
Another part of the Forest. 


Enter AMIENS , JAQUES, and Others. 


SONG. 
Ami. Under the greenwood tree , 

Who loves to lie with me , 
And turn his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird's throat, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither: 
Here shall he see no enemy , 

But winter and rough weather. 


Jaq. More, more! Ipr’ythee, more. 

Ami. twill make you melancholy, monsieur Jaques. 

Jaq. Uthankit. More! Ipr’ythee, more. I can suck melan- 
choly out of a song, asa weasel sucks eggs. More! I pr’ythee, 
more. 

Ami. My voice is ragged; I know I cannot please you. 

Jaq. Ido not desire you to please me; I do desire you to sing. 
Come, more; another stanza. Call you’em stanzas? 

Ami. “What you will, monsieur Jaques. 

Jaq. Nay, care not for their names; they owe me nothing. 
Will you sing? 

Ami. More at your request, than to please myself. 

Jaq. Wellthen, if ever I thank any man, I ’Il thank you: but 
that they call compliment is like the encounter of two dog-apes; 
and when a man thanks me heartily, methinks, I have given him a 
penny, and herenders me the beggarly thanks. Come, sing; and 
you that will not, hold your tongues. 

Ami. Well, I'll end the song. — Sirs, cover the while; the 
duke will drink under this tree. — He hath been all this day to 
Jook you. 

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him. He is too 
disputable for my company: I think of as many matters as he, but 
I give heaven thanks , and make no boast of them. Come, warble; 


come. 
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SONG. 
Who doth ambition shun, [All together here. 
And loves to live? the sun, « 
Seeking the food he eats, \ 


And pleas’d with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither: 
Here shall he see , &c. 

Jaq. I'llgive youa verse to this note, that. made yesterday 
in despite of my invention. 

Ami. And I’Il sing it. 

Jaq Thus it goes -— 

If it do come to pass , 

That any man turn ass 

Leaving his wealth and ease, 

A stubborn will to please , 

Ducdame , ducdame , ducdame: 
Here shall he see , gross fools as he, 

An tf he will’ come to me. 

Ami. ' What’s that ducdame? 

Jaq. ‘T isa Greek inyocation to call fools into acircle. 1’Hl 
Yee go Sleep if can; ifI cannot, Ill rail against all the first-born of 
ae): Egypt. 

Habs! Ami. AndI’ll go seek the duke: his banquet is prepared. 
[Hwxeunt severally. 


a SCENE VI. 
eet . The Same. 
‘ Enter ORLANDO and ADAM. 

Adam. Dear master, Ican go no farther: O! I die for food. 
Here lie I down, and measure out my grave. Farewell, kind 
thee master. 

i Orl. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in thee? Live 
ee alittle; comfort a little; cheer thyself a little. If this uncouth forest 
M4 yield any thing savage, Iwill either be food for it, or bring it for ° 
food to thee. Thy conceit is néater death than thy powers. Formy 
Huey sake be comfortable; hold death awhile at the arm’s end, « ¥ will 
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herebe with thee presently, andif bring thee not something to eat, 
Iwill give thee leave to die; but if thou diest before I come, thou art 
a mocker of my labour. ‘Well said! thou look’st cheerily; and 
I'll be with thee quickly. — Yet thou liest in the bleak air: come, 
I will bear thee to some shelter, and thou shalt not die for lack of 
a dinner, if there live any thing in this desert. Cheerly, good 


Adam. {Exeunt. 
SCENE VU. 
The Same. 
A Table set out. Enter Duxe, Senior, Amiens, Lords, and 
others. 


Duke S. Ithink he be transform’d into a beast , 
For I can no where find him like a man. 

1 Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone hence: 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke S. fhe, compact of jars, grow musical, 
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres. — 
Go, seek him: tell him, I would speak with him. 


Enter JaQuEs. 
1 Lord. He saves my labour by his own approach. 
Duke S.. Why, how now, monsieur! what life is this, 
That your poor friends must woo your company ! 
What, you look merrily. 
Jaq. A fool, a fool! —I meta fooli’ the forest, 
A motley fool; (a miserable world!) 
As I do live by food, I meta fool, 
Who laid him down and bask’d him in the sun, 
And rail’d on lady Fortune in good terms, 
In good set terms , — and yeta motley fool. 
‘¢Good-morrow, fool,” quothI: ‘‘No, Sir,” quothhe, 
‘¢Call me not fool, till heaven hath sent me fortune.” 
And then he drew a dial from his poke, 
And looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 
Says very wisely, ‘‘It is ten o’clock: 
Thus may we see,” quoth he, ‘‘ how the world wags: 
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*T is but an hour ago since it was nine, 
And after one hour more ’t will be eleven; 
And so from hour to hour we ripe and ripe, 
And then from hour to hour we rot and rot; 
‘And thereby hangs a tale.” When I did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time, 
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 
That fools should be so deep contemplative; 
And I did laugh, sans intermission, 
An hour by his dial. — 0, noble fool! 
A worthy fool! Motley ’s the only wear. 
Duke S. What fool is this? 
Jaq. O, worthy fool! — One that hath been a courtier, 
And says, if ladies be but young and fair, _ 
They have the gift to know it; and in his brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage, he hath strange places cramm’d 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms. — O, that I were a fool! 
Iam ambitious for a motley coat. 
Duke S$. Thou shalt have one. 
Jaq. It is my only suit; 
Provided, that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them, 
That Iam wise. I must have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 
To blow on whom I please; for so fools haye 
And they that are most galled with my folly, 
They most must laugh. And why, Sir, must they so? 
The why is plain as way to parish church: 
He, that a fool doth very wisely hit, 
Doth very foolishly, although he smart, 
Not to seem senseless of the bob; if not, 
The wise man’s folly is anatomiz’d, 
Even by the squandering glances of the fool. 
Invest me in my motley: give me leave 
To speak my mind, and I will through and through 
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Cleanse the foul body of th’ infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 


Duke S. Fie onthee! Ican tell what thou wouldst do. 


Jaq. What, foracounter, would1 do, but good? 
Duke S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin: 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine, 
As sensual as the brutish sting itself; 
And all th’ embossed sores, and headed evils , 
That thou with licence of free foot hast caught, 
Would’st thou disgorge into the general world. 
Jaq. Why, who cries out on pride, 
That can therein tax any private party? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
Till that the weary very means do ebb? 
What woman in the city do I name, 
When that I say, the city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders? 
Who can comein, and say, that I mean her, 
When such a one as she, such is her neighbour? 
Or what is he of basest function, 
That says, his bravery is not on my cost, 
Thinking that I mean him, but therein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech? 
There then; how then? what then? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrong’d him: if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong’d himself; if he be free, 
Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies, 
Unclaim’d of any man. — But who comes here? 


Enter ORLANDO, with his sword drawn. 


Orl. Forbear, and eat no more. 
Jaq. Why, I have eat none vet. 
Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv’d. 
Jaq. Of what kind should this cock come of? 
Duke S; Art thou thus bolden’d, man, by thy distress, 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners, 
That in civility thou seem’st so empty ? 
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Orl. You touch’d my vein at first: the thorny point 
Of bare distress hath ta’en from me the show 
Of smooth civility; yet am I inland: bred ; 
And know some nurture.. But forbear, Tsay: 
He dies, that touches any of this fruit, 
Till I and my affairs are answered. 
Jaq. An you will not be answered with reason , 
I must die. 
Duke S. What would yowhave? Your gentleness shall force 
More than your force move us to gentleness. 
Orl. almost die for food, and let me have it. 
Duke S. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our table. 
Orl. Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I pray you: 
I thought, that all things had been savage here, 
And therefore put Ion the countenance 
Of stern commandment. But whate’er you are, 
That, in this desert inaccessible, 
Inder the shade of melancholy boughs, 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time , 
If ever you have Jook’d on better days, 
If ever been where bells have knoll’d.to-church ‘ 
If ever sat at any good man’s feast, 
If ever from your.eye-lids wip’d.a tear, 
And know what ’t is to pity, and be pitied, 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be. 
In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 


Duke S. True is it-that we have seen better days, 
And have with holy bell been knoll’d to church, 
And sat at good'men’s‘feasts, and wip’d our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender’d; 
And.therefore sit-you down:in gentleness, 
And take upon command what help we have, 
That to your wanting may be minister’d. 


Orl;. Then. but forbear your food a little while’, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, 
And give itfood. There is an old poor man, 
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Who after me hath many a weary step 
Limp’d in pure love: till he be first suffie'd , 
Oppress’d with two weak evils, age and hunger, 
I will not touch a bit. 

Duke S. Go find him out, 
And we will nothing waste till you return. 


Orl. Ithank ye; and be bless’d for your good comfort! [Hwié. 


Duke S. Thou seest, we are not all alone unhappy : 
This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woful pageants, than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 

Jaq. All the world ’s a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players: 
They have their exits and their entrances, 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms. 
Then, the whining school-boy, with his satchel, 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then, the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a. woful ballad 
Made to his mistress’ eye-brow. Then, a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then, thejustice, 
In fair round belly, with good-capon lin’d, 
With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wise saws and modern instances ; 
And so he plays his part. The:sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon , 
With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side; 
His youthful hose, well say’d, a world toowide 
For his shrunk shank, and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history, 
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Is second childishness, and mere oblivion; 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 


Re-enter ORLANDO, with ADAM. 
ot Duke S. Welcome. Set down your venerable burden, 
‘ | And let him feed. 
Ori. I thank you most for him. 
Bane, Adam. So had you need; 
Bien) I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 
eh Duke S, Welcome; fallto: I will not trouble you 
As yet to question you about your fortunes. 
Give us some music; and, good cousin, sing. 


SONG. 


Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh, ho! sing, hetgh, ho! unto the green holly: 
Most friendship is feigning , most loving mere folly. 
Then, heigh, ho! the holly! 
This life is most jolly. 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot: 
Though thou the waters warp , 
Thy sting is not so sharp , 
As friend remember’d not. 
Heigh, ho! sing, &c. 


Duke S. If that you were the good Sir Rowland’s son, 
As you have whisper’d faithfully, you were, 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limn’d, and living in your face, 
Be truly welcome hither. Iam the duke, 
That loy’d your father. The residue of your fortune , 
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Go to my cave and tell me. — Good old man,’ 

Thou art right welcome as thy master is. 

Support him by the arm. — Give me your hand, 

And let me all your fortunes understand. [Exeunt. 


ACT ll. SCENE 1. 
A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Duke FREDERICK, OLIVER, Lords and Attendants. 
Duke F. Notseehimsince? Sir, Sir, that cannot be: 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 
I should not seek an absent argument 
Of my revenge, thou present. But look toit: 
Find out thy brother, wheresoe’er he is; 
Seek him with candle: bring him, dead or living, 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 
Thy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine, 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands, 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother’s mouth 
Of what we think against thee. 
Oli. O, that your highness knew my heart in this! 
I never loy’d my brother in my life. 
Duke F. More villain thou. — Well, push him out of doors; 
And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent upon his house and lands. 
Do this expediently , and turn him going. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
The Forest of Arden. 


Enter ORLANDO, with a paper. 
“Orl. Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love: 
And thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, suryey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above, 
Thy huntress’ name, that my full life doth sway. 
I. 
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O Rosalind! these trees shall be my books, 
And in their barks my thoughts I'll character , 
That every eye, which in this forest looks, 
Shall see thy virtue witness’d every where. 
Run, run, Orlando: carve, on every tree, 
The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive she. (Exit. 


Enter Cortn and Toucusronr. 


Cor. And how like you this shepherd’s life, master Touch- 
stone? 

Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is a good 
life; but in respect that it is a shepherd’s life, it is naught. In 
respect that it is solitary, [like it very well; but in respect that it 
is private, itisa very vile life. Now, in respect it is in the fields, 
it pleaseth me well; but in respect it is not in the court, it is 
tedious. As itis aspare life, look you, it fits my humour well; 
but as there is no more plenty in it, it goes much against my 
stomach. Hast any philosophy in thee, shepherd? 

Cor. No more, but that I know the more one sickens, the 
worse at ease heis; and that he that wants money, means, and 
content, is without three good friends; that the property of rain is 
to wet, and fire to burn; that good pasture makes fat sheep, and 
that a great cause of the night, is lack of the sun; thathe, that 
hath learned no wit by nature nor art, may complain of good 
breeding, or comes of a very dull kindred. 


Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher. ‘Wast ever in 
court, shepherd? 


Cor. .No, truly. 
Touch. Then thou art damned. 
Cor. Nay, Thope, — 


Touch. Truly, thou art damned, like an ill-roasted egg, all 
on one Side. 


Cor. For not being at court? Your reason. 

Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court, thou never saw’st 
good manners; if thou never saw’st good manners, then thy 
manners must be wicked; and wickedness is sin, and sin is 
damnation. Thou art ina parlous state, shepherd. 
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Cor. Not.a whit, Touchstone: those that are good manners 
at the court are as ridiculous in the country, as the behaviour of 
the country is most mockable at the court. You told me, you 
salute not at the court, but you kiss your hands; that courtesy 
would be uncleanly, if courtiers were shepherds. ; 

Touch. Instance, briefly; come, instance. 

Cor. Why, we are still handling our ewes, and their fells, 
you know, are greasy. 

Touch. Why, do not your courtier’s hands sweat? and is not 
the grease of a mutton as wholesome as the sweat of a man? 
Shallow, shallow. A betterinstance, Isay; come. 

Cor. Besides, our hands are hard. 

Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner: shallow again. 
A more sounder instance; come. 

Cor. And they are often tarred over with the surgery of our 
sheep; and would you have us kiss tar? The courtier’s hands 
are perfumed with civet. 

Touch. Most shallow man! Thou worms-meat, in respect 
of a good piece of flesh, indeed! — Learn of the wise, and per- 
pend: civet is of a haser birth than tar; the very uncleanly flux of 
acat. Mend the instance, shepherd. 

Cor. You have too courtly a wit forme: I'll rest. 

Touch. Wilt thou rest damned? God help thee, shallow 
man! God make incision in thee! thoy art raw. 

Cor. Sir, Iam a true labourer: I earn that I eat, get that I 
wear; owe no man hate, envy no man’s happiness; glad of other 
men’s good, content with my harm; and the greatest of my pride 
is, tosee my ewes graze, and my lambs suck. 

Touch. That is another simple sin in you; to bring the ewes 
and the rams together, and to offer to get your living by the copu- 
lation of cattle; to be bawd to a bell-wether, and to betray a she- 
lamb of atwelvemonth, toa crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram, 
out of-all reasonable match. If thou be’st not damned for this, the 
devil himself will have no shepherds: I cannot see else how thou 
shouldst ’scape. 

Cor. Here comes young master Ganymede, my new mis- 
tress’s brother. 

AGT 
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Enter Rosauinp , reading a paper. 
Ros, From the east to western Ind, 
No jewel is like Rosalind. 
| Her worth, being mounted on the wind : 
Through all the world bears Rosalind. 
Ail the pictures, fairest lin’d; 
at Are but black to Rosalind. 
aM , Let no face be kept in mind, 
But the fair of Rosalind. 


Touch. 1’l rhyme you so, eight years together, dinners, 


and suppers, and sleeping hours excepted: it is the right butter- 
women’s rank to market. 


Ros. Out, fool! 
Het Touch. Fora taste: — 
Pave “If a hart do lack a hind, 

eee We Let him seek out Rosalind. 
_ If the cat will after kind , 

So, besure, will Rosalind. 
} Wintred garments must be lin’d, 
Be | So must slender Rosalind. 

Md They that reap must sheaf and bind, 
Then to cart with Rosalind. 
Sweetest nut hath sourest rind, 
Such a nut is Rosalind. 
anit | He that sweetest rose will find, . 

aie | Must find love’s prick, and Rosalind.” 
ee This is the very false gallop of verses: why do you infect yourself 
i with them? 
ae it fios. Peace! you dull fool: I found them on a tree. 
man ein Louch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

. fos. I'll graff it with you, and then I shall graff if with a 

ih medlar: then it will be the earliest fruit i’ the country; for you 'll 
aa be rotten e’er you be half ripe, and that’s the right virtue of the 
i medlar. 


aie s Touch. You haye said; but whether wisely or no, let the 
es forest judge. 
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Enter Ceuta, reading a paper. 
Peace! : 


Jere comes my sister, reading: stand aside. 


Cel. 


Ros. 


have you wearied your parishioners withal, and never cried, 
‘Haye patience, good people!” 


Why should this a desert be? 
For it is unpeopled? No; 
Tongues I’ll hang on every tree, 
That shall civil sayings show: 
Some, how brief the life of man 
Runs his erring pilgrimage , 
That the stretching of a span 
Buckles in his sum of age. 
Some, of violated vows 


’'Twixt the souls of friend and friend: 


But upon the fairest boughs , 
Or at every sentence’ end, 
Will I Rosalinda write ; 
Teaching all that read to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 
Heaven would in little show. 
Therefore heaven Nature charg’d 
That one body should be fill'd 
With all graces wide enlarg’d: 
Nature presently distil? d 
Helen’s cheek, but not her heart, 
Cleopatra's majesty , 
Atalanta’s better part, 
Sad Lucretia’s modesty. 
Thus Rosalind of many parts 
By heavenly synod was devis'd, 
Of many faces, eyes, and hearts , 


To have the touches dearest pris'd. 
Heaven would that she these gifts should have, 
And I to live and die her slave. 


O, most gentle Jupiter! — what tedious homily of love 
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Cel. How now? back, friends. — Shepherd, go off a little: 
— go with him, sirrah. 

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an honourable retreat ; 
though not with bag and baggage, yet with scrip and scrippage. 

[Eaeunt Corin and ToucusTon:. 

Cel. Didst thou hear these verses? 

fos. QO! yes, I:heard them all, and more too; for some 
of them had in them more feet. than the verses would bear. 

Cel. That’s no matter: the feet might bear the verses. 

Ros.- Ay, but the feet were Jame, and could not bear them- 
Selves without the verse, and therefore stood lamely in the verse. 

Cel. But didst thou hear without wondering, how thy name 
should be hanged and carved upon these trees? 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the wonder, before 
you came; for look here what I found ona palm-tree: I was never 
so be-rhymed since Pythagoras’ time, that I was an Irish rat, 
which I can hardly remember. 

Cel. Trow you, who hath done this? 

Ros. Isitaman? 

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his neck? 
Change you colour? 

Ros. Ipr’ythee, who? 

Cel. O lord, Yord! it is a hard matter for friends to meet; 
but mountains may be removed with earth-quakes, and so en- 
counter. 

Ros. Nay, but who is it? 

Cel. 1s it possible? 

Ros. Nay, I pr’ythee, now, with most petitionary vehe- 
mence, tell me who it is. 

Cel. O, wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful won- 
derful! and yet again wonderful, and after that, out of all 
whooping! 

Ros. Good my complexion! dost thou think, though I am 
caparison’d like aman, I have a-doublet and hose in my disposi- 
tion? One inch of delay more isaSouth-sea of discovery; I 
prythee, tell me, who is it quickly; and speak apace. I would 
thou couldst stammer, that thou might’st pour this concealed man 
ATO 
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out of thy mouth, as wine comes out of a narrow-mouth’d bottle; 
either too much at once, or noneatall. I pr’ythee take the cork 
outof thy mouth, that I may driok thy tidings. 

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Ros. Ishe of God’s making? What manner of man? Is his 
head worth a hat, or his chin worth a beard? 

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Ros. Why, God will send more, if the man will be thankful. 
Let me stay the growth of his beard, if thou delay me not the 
knowledge of his chin. 

Cel. It is young Orlando, that tripp’d up the wrestler’s heels 
and your heart, both in an instant. 

Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking: speak sad brow, and 
true maid. 

Cel. Y' faith, coz, tis he. 

Ros. Orlando? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Ros. Alas the day! what shall I do with my doublet and 
hose? — What did he, when thou saw’st him? What said he? 
How look’d he? Wherein wenthe? What makeshehere? Did 
he ask for me? Where remains he? How parted he with thee, 
and when shalt thou see him again? Answer me in one word. 

Cel. You must borrow me Garagantua’s mouth first: tisa 
word too great for any mouth of this age’s size. Tosay, ay, and 
no, to these particulars is more than to answer in a catechism. 

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this forest, and in man’s 
apparel? Looks he as freshly as he did the day he wrestled? 

Cel. Itisas easy to count atomies, as to resolve the proposi- 
tions of a lover: but take a taste of my finding him, and relish it 
with good observance. I found him under a tree, like a dropped 
acorn. 

Ros. It may well be call’d Jove’s tree, when it drops forth 
such fruit. 

Cel. Give me audience, good madam. 

Ros. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he, stretch’d along like a wounded knight. 
AT1. 
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fios. Though it be pity to see such a sight, it well becomes 
the ground. 


Cel. Cry, holla! to thy tongue, I pr’ythee; it curvets un- 
seasonably. He was furnish’d like a hunter. 
fios. O ominous! he comes to kill my heart. 


Cel. I would sing my song without a burden: thou bring’st 
me out of tune. 


fios. Do you not knowl ama woman? when I 
speak. Sweet, say on. 
Enter ORLANDO and JAQUES. 
Cel. You bring me out. — Soft! comes he not here? 
fos. ’Tishe: slink by, and note him. 
[ROSALIND and CELIA retire. 


Jaq. thank you for your company; but, good faith, I had 
as lief have been myself alone. 


Orl. And so had I; but 
too for your society. 

Jaq. Good bye, you: let’s meet as little as we can. 

Orl. Ido désire we may be better Strangers. 

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing loye-songs 
in their barks. 

Orl. Ipray you mar no more of my verses with reading them 
ill-favouredly. 

Jaq. Rosalind is your love’s name? 

Orl. Yes, just. 

Jaq. 1 do not like her name. 


Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you, when she was 
christened. 


Jag. What stature is she of? 
Orl, Just as high as my heart. 


Jaq. You are full of pretty answers. Have you not been ac-~ 
quainted with goldsmith’s wives, and conn’d them out of rings? 


think, I must 


yet, for fashion sake, I thank you 


Orl. Not so; but I answer you right painted cloth, from 
whence you have studied your questions. 


Jaq. Youhavea nimble wit: I think ’twas made of Atalanta’s 
heels. ‘Will you sit down with me? and w 
our mistress the world, and all our misery. 


e two will rail against 
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@ri. Iwill chide no breather in the world, but myself, against 
whom I know most faults. 

Jaq. The worst fault you have is to be in love. 

Orl. ’Tisa fault I will not change for your best virtue. Iam 
weary of you. 

Jaq. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool when I found you. 

Orl. He is drown’ ‘d in the brook: look butin, and you shall 
see him. 

Jaq. There I shall see mine own figure. 

Orl. Which I take to be either a fool, or a cypher. 

Jaq. 1’il tarry no longer with you. Farewell, good signior 
love. 

Orl. Yam glad of your departure. Adieu, good monsieur 
melancholy. 

[Exit Jagues. — Rosaxrnp and CELIA come forward. 

Ros. {Aside to Cexta.] I will speak to him like a saucy 
lackey, and under that habit play the knave withhim. [70 him.] 
Do you hear, forester? 

Orl. Very well: what would you? 

Ros. Upray you, what is ’t o’clock? 

Orl. You should ask me, what time o’day: there ’s no clock 
in the forest. 

Ros. Then, there is no true lover inthe forest; else sighing 
every minute, and groaning every hour, would detect the lazy 
foot of time as well as a clock. 

Orl. And why not the swift foot of time? had not that been as 
proper? 

Ros. By no means, Sir. Time travels in divers paces with 
divers persons. I'll tell you who Time ambles withal, who Time 
trots withal, who Time gallops withal, and who he stands still 
withal. 

Orl. Upr’ythee, who doth he trot withal? 

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, between the 
contract of her marriage, and the day it is solemnnized: if the in~ 
terim be but ase ‘onight, Time’s pace is so hard that it seems the 
length of seven years. 

Orl. Who ambles Time withal ? 
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Ros, With a priest that lacks Latin, and arich man that hath 
not the gout; for the one sleeps easily, because le cannot study; 
and the other lives merrily, because he feels no pain: the one 
lacking the burden of lean and wasteful Jearning, the other 


knowing no burden of heavy tedious penury. These. Time ambles 
withal. 


Orl.. Who doth he gallop withal? 

fios. With a thief to the gallows; for though he go as softly 
as foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon there. 

Orl. Who stays it still withal? 


fios. With lawyers in the vacation; for they sleep between 
term and term, .and then they perceive not how time moves. 

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth? 

fios. With this shepherdess, my sister; here in the skirts of 
the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Orl. Are you native of this place? 


fios. As the coney, that you see dwell where she is kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you could purchase 
in so removed a dwelling. 

Rios. Uhave been told so of many: but, indeed, an old reli- 
gious uncle of mine taught me to speak, who was in his youth an 
inland man; one that knew courtship too wel), for there he fell in 
love. Ihave heard him read many lectures against it; and J thank 
God, Lam not a woman, to be touched with so many giddy offen- 
ces, as he hath generally taxed their-whole sex withal. 

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal eyils that he laid 
to the charge of women? 

Ros. There were none principal: they were all like one 
another, as half—pence are; every one fault seeming monstrous, 
till his fellow fault came to match it. 

Orl. Ipr’ythee, recount some of them. 

fios. No; Twill not cast away my physic, but on those that 
are sick. There is a man haunts the forest, that abuses our 
young plants with carving Rosalind on their barks; hangs odes 
, upon hawthorns, and elegies on brambles; all, forsooth, deifying 
the name of Rosalind: if I could meet that fancy-monger I would 
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give him sonie good counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian of 
love upon him. 

Orl. Yam he that isso love-shaked. Ipray you, tell me your 
remedy. 

Ros. Thereis none of my uncle’s marks upon you: he taught 
me how to know a man in Jove; in which cage of rushes, I am 
sure, you are not prisoner. 

Orl. What were his marks ? 

Ros. A-lean cheek, which you have not; a blue eye, and 
sunken, which you have not; an unquestionable spirit , which you 
have not; a beard neglected, which you have not: — but I pardon 
you for that, for, simply, your having in beard is a younger 
brother’s revenue. — Then, your hose should be ungarter’d, your 
bonnet unbanded, your sleeve unbuttoned, your shoe untied, and 
every thing about you demonstrating a careless desolation. But 
you are no such man: you are rather point-device in your aceou- 
irements; as loving yourself, than seeming the lover of any other. 

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe I love. 

Ros. Me believe it? you may as soon make her that-you love 
believe it; which, I warrant, she is apter to do, than to confess 
she does: that is one of the points in the which women still give 
the lie to their consciences. But, in good sooth, are you he that 
hangs the verses on the trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired? 

Ori. swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of Rosalind, 
Tam that he, that unfortunate he. 

Ros. But are you so much in Jove as your rhymes speak? 

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how much. 

Ros. Love is merely a madness, and, I tell you, deserves as 
well a dark house, and a whip, as madmen do; and the reason 
why they are not so punished and cured, is, that the lunacy is so 
ordinary, thatthe whippers are in love too. Yet I profess curing 
it by counsel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any so? 

Ros. Yes, one; andin this manner. He was to imagine me 
his loye, his mistress, and I set him every day to woo me: at 
which time would I, being but a moonish youth, grieve, be 
effeminate, changeable, longing, and liking; proud’, fantastical, 
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apish, shallow, inconstant, full of tears, full of smiles; for 
every passion something, and for no passion truly any thing, as 
boys and women are, for the most part, cattle of this colour: 
would now like him, now loathe him; then entertain him, then 
forswear him; now weep for him, then spit at him; that I draye 
my suitor from his mad humour of love, to a loving humour of 
madness; which was, to forswear the full stream of the world, 
and to live in a nook, merely monastic. And thus I cured him; 
and this way will I take upon me to wash your liver as clean as a 
sound sheep’s heart, that there shall not be one spot of love in ’t. 

Orl. Twould not be cured, youth. 

fios. I would cure you, if you would but call me Rosalind, 
and come every day to my cote, and woo me. 

Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will. Tell me where 
it is. 

Ros. Go with me to it, and I'll show it you; and, by the 
way, you shall tell me where in the forest youliye. Will you go? 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. 

Ros. Nay, you must call me Rosalind. — Come, sister, will 
you go? [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Toucustonr and AupREy; JAgurs behind, ob- 

serving them. 

Touch. Come apace, good Audrey: I will fetch up your 
goats, Audrey. And how, Audrey? am I the man yet? Doth 
my simple feature content you? 

Aud, Your features? Lord warrant us! what features? 

Touch. Iam here with thee and thy goats, as the most ca- 
pricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the Goths. 

Jaq. [Aside.] O knowledge ill-inhabited! worse than Jove 
in a thatch’d house! 

Touch. When a man’s versés cannot be understood, nor a 
man’s good wit seconded with the forward child, understanding, 
it strikes a man more dead than a great reckoning in a little room. 
— Truly, I would the gods had made thee poetical. ) 
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Aud. 1 do not know what poetical is. Is it honest in deed, 
and word? Is it a true thing? 

Touch. No, truly, for the truest poetry is the most feigning; 
and lovers are given to poetry , and what they swear in poetry, may 
be said, as lovers they do feign. 

Aud. Do you wish, then, that the gods had made me 
poetical ? 

Touch. do, truly; for thou swear’st to me, thou art honest: 
now, if thou wert a poet, I might have some hope thou didst feign. 

Aud. Would you not have me honest? 

Touch. No truly, unless thou wert hard-favour’d; for ho- 
nesty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a sauce to sugar. 

Jaq. (Aside.] - A material fool. 

Aud. Well, I am not fair, and therefore I pray the gods 
make me honest! 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a foul slut were 
to put good meat into an unclean dish. 

Aud. Yamnotaslut, though I thank the gods J am foul. 

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness : sluttish- 
ness may come hereafter. But be it as it may be, I will marry 
thee; and to that end, I have been with Sir Oliver Mar-text, the 
vicar of the next village, who hath promised to meet me in this 
place of the forest, and to couple us. 

Jaq. {Aside.] would fain see this meeting. 

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy! 

Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful -heart, 
stagger in this attempt; for here we have no temple but the wood, 
no assembly but horn-beasts. But what though? Courage! As 
horns are odious, they are necessary. It is said, — many aman 
knows no end of his goods: right; many a man has good horns, 
and knows no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of his wife: 
’t is none of his own getting. Horns? Even so: — Poor men 
alone? — No, no; the noblest deer hath them as huge as the ras- 
cal. Is the single man therefore blessed? No: asa wall’d town is 
more worthier than a village, so is the forehead of a married man 
more honourable than the bare brow of a bachelor; and by how 
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much defence is better than no skill, by so much is a horn more 
precious than to want. 


Enter Sir OLIVER MAR-TEXT, 


Here comes Sir Oliver. — Sir Oliver Mar-text, you are well met: 
will you dispatch us here under this tree, or shall we go with you 
to your chapel? 

Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the woman? 

Touch. Iwill not take her on gift of any man. 

Sir Oli. Traly, she must be given, or the marriage is not 
lawful. 

Jaq. [coming forward.| Proceed, proceed: Ill give her. 

Touch. Good even, good Mr. What-ye-call’t: how do you, 
Sir? You are very well met: God’ild you for your last company. 
I am very glad to see you: — even a toy in hand here, Sir. — Nay; 
pray, be cover’d. : 

Jaq. Will you be married, motley? 

Touch. As the ox hath his bow, Sir, the horse his curb, and 
the falcon her bells, so man hath his desires; and as pigeons bill, 
so wedlock would be nibbling. 

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your breeding, be married 
under a bush, like a beggar? Get you to church, and haye a 
good priest that can tell you what marriage is: this fellow will 
but join you together as they join wainscot; then, one of you-will 
prove a shrunk pannel, and, like green timber, warp, warp. 

Touch. Yamnotin the mind, but I were better to be married 
of him than of another; for he is not like to marry me well, and 
not being well married, it will be a good excuse for me hereafter 
to leave my wife. 

Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee. 

Touch. Come, sweet Audrey: 

We must be married, or we must live in bawdry. 
Farewell, good master Oliver! ‘Not 

O sweet Oliver! 

O brave Oliver! 
Leaye me not behind thee : 
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But wind away, 
Begone, Isay, 
I will not to wedding with thee. 
[Exeunt Jagues, ToucusTone, and AUDREY. 


Sir Oli. ’Tis no matter: ne’er a fantastical knave of them all 
shall flout me out of my calling. [ Evtt. 


SCENE IV. 


The Same. Before a Cottage. 


Enter Rosaurnp and CELIA. 

Ros. Never talk to me: Iwill weep. 

Cel. Do, Ipr’ythee; but yet have the grace to consider, that 
tears do not become a man. 

Ros. Buthave not cause to weep? 

Cel. As good cause as one would desire: therefore weep. 

Ros. His very hair is of the dissembling colour. 

Cel. Something browner than Judas’s. Marry, his kisses 
are Judas’s own children. 

Ros. Y’ faith, his hair is of a.good colour. 

Cel. An excellent colour: your chestnut was ever the only 
colour. 

Ros. ° And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the touch of holy 
bread. 

Cel. We hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana: a nun of 
winter’s sisterhood kisses not more religiously; the very ice of 
chastity is in them. | 

Ros. But why did he swear he would come this morning, and 
comes not? 

Cel. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Ros. Do you think so? 

Cel. Yes: I think he is not a pick-purse, nor a horse~ 
stealer; but for his verity in love, I do think him as concave asa 
covered goblet, ora worm-eaten nut, 

Ros. Nottruein love? 

Cel. Yes, when heisin; but, I think he is notin. 

Ros. You have heard him swear downright, he was. 
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Cel. Was is notzs: besides, the oath of a lover is no stronger 
than the word of a tapster; they are both the confirmers of false 
reckonings. He attends here in the forest on the duke your father. 

Ros. Imet the duke yesterday, and had much question with 
him. He asked me, of what parentage I was? Itold him, of as 
good as he; so he laughed, and let me go. But what talk we of 
fathers, when there is such a man as Orlando? 

Cel. O, that’s a brave man! he writes brave verses, speaks 
brave words, swears brave oaths, and breaks them bravely, quite 
traverse, athwart the heart of his lover; as a puny tilter, that 
spurs his horse but on one side, breaks his staff like a noble 
goose. Butall’sbrave, that youth mounts, and folly guides. — 
Who comes here? 

Enter Corin. 

Cor. Mistress, and master, you have oft inquir’d 

After the shepherd that complain’d of love, 
Who you saw sitting by me on the turf, 
Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

Cel, Well; and what of him? 
Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play’d, 
Between the pale complexion of true love ; 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain, 
Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you, 
If you will mark it. 
fos. O! come, let us remove: 
The sight of lovers feedeth those in love. — 
Bring us to this sight, and you shall say 
I'll prove a busy actor in their play. 


SCENE V. 
Another Part of the Forest. 
Enter Strvius and PHEBE. 


Sil. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; donot, Phebe: 
Say that you love me not; but say not so 


In bitterness. The common executioner, 


[Exeunt. 
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‘Whose heart th’ accustom’d sight of death makes hard, 
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck , 

Bat first begs pardon: will you sterner be 

Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops? 


Enter Rosatinp, Ceuia, and Corin, behind. 


Phe. Iwould not be thy executioner : 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell’st me, there is murder in mine eye: 
°T is pretty, sure, and very probable, 
That eyes, that are the frail’st and softest things, 
Who shut their coward gates on atomies, 
Should be call’d tyrants, butchers, murderers! 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart; 
And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee; 
Now counterfeit to swoon; why, now fall down; 
Or, ifthou canst not, O, forshame, for shame! 
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers. 
Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee: 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it;. lean but upon arush, 
The cicatrice and capable impressure 
Thy palm some moment keeps, but now mine eyes, 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not, 
Nor, ITamsure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 

Sil. O! dear Phebe, 
If ever, (as that ever may be near, ) 
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy, 
Then shall you know the wounds inyisible 
That loye’s keen arrows make. 

Phe. But till that time 
Come not thou near me; and when that time comes 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not, 

As till that time I shall not pity thee. 
Ros. [Advancing.] And why, Ipray you? Who might bo 
your mother, | 
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Dea. That you insult, exult, and all at once, 
Be Over the wretched? What though you have no beauty, 
Blast As, by my faith, I see no more in you 
ni Than without candle may go dark to bed, 
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless? 
Why, what means this?) Why do you look on me? 
Isee no more in you, than in the ordinary 
Mrs Of nature’s sale-work: — Od’s my little life! 
I think she means to tangle my eyes too. 
No, ‘faith, proud mistress, hope not after it: 
’T is not your inky brows, your black-silk hair, 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream, 
That can entame my spirits to your worship. — 
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her, 
Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain? 
You are a thousand times a properer man, 
Than she a woman: ’t is such fools as you, 
That make the world full of ill-favour’d children. 
’T is not her glass, but you, that flatters her; 
And out of you she sees herself more proper, 
Than any of her lineaments can show her. — 
But, mistress, know yourself: down on your knees, 
And thank heaven fasting for a good man’s love; 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, 
Sell when you can: you are not for all markets. 
Cry the man mercy; love him; take his offer: 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 
So, take her to thee, shepherd. — Fare you well. 

Phe. Sweet youth, Ipray you, chide a year together. 
Thad rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 

Ros. He’s fallen in love with your foulness, and she ’II fall in 
love with my anger. If it be so, as fast as she answers thee with 
frowning looks, I ’ll sauce her with bitter words. — Why look you 
so upon me? 

i Phe. For no ill will I bear you. 
Ros. Ipray you, donot fall in love with me, 
For I am falser than yows made in wine: 
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Besides, Ilike you not. — If you will know my house, 
°T is at the tuft of olives, here hard by. — 

Will you go, sister? — Shepherd, ply her hard. — 
Come, sister. — Shepherdess, look on him better, 
And be not proud: though all the world could see, 
None could be so. abus’d in sight as he, 


Come, to our flock. [Eaeunt ROSALIND , Crxuia, and CoRIN. 


Phe. Dead shepherd! now I find thy saw of might; 
‘© Who ever lov’d, that lov’d not at first sight?” 
Sil. Sweet Phebe, — 
Phe. Ha! what say’st thou, Silvius? 
' Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 
Phe. Why, Lam sorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 
Sil. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be: 
If you do sorrow at my, grief in love, 
By giving loye, your sorrow and my grief 
Were both extermin’d. 
Phe. Thou hast my love: is not that neighbourly? 
Sil. Iwould have you. 
Phe. Why, that were covetousness. 
Silvius, the time was that I hated thee, 
And yet it is not that I bear thee love; 
But since that thou canst talk of love so well, 
Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 
Iwill endure, and I Il employ thee too; 
But do not look for farther recompense, 
Than thine own gladness that thou art employ’d. 
Sil. Soholy, and so perfect is my love, 
And lin such a poverty of grace, 
That I'shall think it a most plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reaps: loose now and then 
Ascatter’d smile, and that I'll live upon. 
Phe. Know’st thou the youth that spoke to me eré while? 
Sil. Not very well, but have met him oft; 
And he hath bought the cottage, and the bounds, 
That the old carlot once was master of. 
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We ae Phe. Think not Iloye him, though Task for him, 
a ee "T is but a peevish boy; — yet he talks well: — 

But what care I for words? yet words do well, 

When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 

It is a pretty youth : — not very pretty: 
But, sure, he’s proud; and yet his pride becomes him. 
He ‘Il make a proper man: the best thing in him 
a Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue 

‘ cH Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 

He is not very tall; yet for his years he’s tall. 

His leg is but so so; and yet ’t is well: 

There was a pretty redness in his lip; 

A little riper, and more lusty red 

Than that mix'd in his cheek: ’t was just the difference 
Betwixt the constant red, and mingled damask. — 
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark’d him 
In parcels, as I did, would have gone near 

To fall in love with him; but for my part 

Tlove him not, nor hate him not, and yet 

I have more cause to hate him than to love him; 

For what had he to do to chide at me? 

He said mine eyes were black, and my hair black; 
And, nowlamremember’d, scorn’d at me: 
I marvel why I answer'd not again: 
But that ’s all one; omittance is no quittance. 
I'll write to him a yery taunting letter, 
And thou shalt bear it; wilt thou, Silvius? 

Sil. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe. I'll write it straight; 

The matter ’s in my head, and in my heart: 
Iwill be bitter with him, and passing short. 
Go with me, Silvius. 
[ Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
The Forest of Arden. 


Enter Rosatmp, Cerza, and JAQUES. 

Jaq. Upr’ythee, pretty youth, let me be better acquainted 
with thee. 

Ros. They say, you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jaq. ULamso: Ido love it better than laughing. 

Ros. Those that are in extremity of either are abominable fel- 
lows, and betray themselves to every modern censure worse than 
drunkards. 

Jaq. Why, ’tis good to be sad and say nothing. 

Ros. Why then, ’tis good to be a post. 

Jaq. Ihave neither the scholar’s melancholy, which is emu- 
lation; nor the musician’s, which is fantastical; nor the courtier’s, 
which is proud; nor the soldier’s, which is ambitious; nor the 
lawyer’s, which is politic; nor the lady’s, whichis nice; nor the 
lover’s, which is all these; but it is a melancholy of mine own, 
compounded of many simples, extracted from many objects, and, 
indeed, the sundry contemplation of my travels; which, by often 
rumination, wraps me in a most humorous sadness. 

Ros. <A traveller! By my faith, you have great reason to be 
sad. Ifear, you have sold your own lands, to see other men’s; 
then, to haye seen mach, and to have nothing, is to have rich 
eyes and poor hands. 

Jaq. Yes, Ihave gained my experience. 


Enter ORLANDO. 

Ros. And your experience makes you sad. Ihad rather have 
a fool to make me merry, than experience to make me sad. And 
to travel for it too! 

Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind. 

Jaq. Nay then, God be wi’ you, an you talk in blank verse, 

{ Exit. 

Ros; Farewell, monsieur traveller. look you lisp, and wear 
strange suits; disable all the benefits of your own country; be out 
of loye with your nativity, and almost chide God for making you 
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that countenance you are, or I will scarce think you have swam ina 
gondola. — Why, how now, Orlando! where haye you been all 
this while? You a lover? — An you serve me such another trick, 
never come in my sight more. 

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of my promise. 

Ros. Break an hour’s promise in love! He that will divide a 
minute into a thousand parts, and break but.a part of the thou- 
sandth part of a minute in the affairs of love, it may be said of him, 
that Cupid hath clapped him o’ the shoulder, but I ‘Il warrant him 
heart-whole. 

Orl. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

fios. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in my sight: I 
had as lief be woo’d of a snail. 

Orl, Ofa snail? 

Ros. Ay, ofasnail; for though he comes slowly, he carries 
his house on his head, a better jointure, I think, than you make 
a woman. Besides, he brings his destiny with him. 

Orl. What’s that? 

fios. Why, horns; which such as you are fain to be beholden 
to your wives for: but he comes armed in his fortune, and preyents 
the slander of his wife. 

Orl. Virtue is no horn-maker, and my Rosalind is virtuous. 

fos. AndIam your Rosalind. 

Cel. It pleases him to call youso; but he hath a Rosalind of a 
better leer than you. 

Ros.. Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am ina holiday 
humour, and like enough to consent. — What would you say to me 
now, an I were your very very Rosalind? 

Orl. I would kiss before I spoke. 

ftos. Nay, you were better speak first; ‘and when you were 
gravelled for lack of matter, you might take occasion to kiss. Very 
good orators, when they are out, they will spit; and for loyers, 
lacking (God warn us!) matter, the cleanliest shift is to kiss. 

Orl. How if the kiss be denied? 


fios. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there begins new 
matter. 


Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloyed mistress? 
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Ros. Marry, that should you, if{ were your mistress, orl 
should think my honesty ranker than my wit. 

Orl. What, of my suit? 

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your suit. Am 
not I your Rosalind? 

Orl.. 1 take some joy to say you are, because I would be 
talking of her. 

Ros. Well, inher person, Isay —I will not have you. 

Orl. Then, in mine own person, I die. 

Ros. No, ’faith, die by attorney. The poor world is almost 
six thousand years old, and in all this time there was not any man 
died in his own person, videliceé, in a love-cause. Troilus had 
his brains dashed out with a Grecian club; yet he did what he 
could to die before, and he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, 
he would have lived many a fair year, though Hero had turned nun, 
if it had not been for a hot midsummer night; for, good youth, he 
went but forth to wash him in the Hellespont, and, being taken 
with the cramp, was drowned, and the foolish chroniclers of that 
age found it was — Hero of Sestos. But these are all lies: men 
have died from time to time, and worms have eaten them, but not 
for love. 

Orl. would not have my right Rosalind of this mind, for, I 
protest, her frown might kill me. 

Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fly. But come, now lI 
will be your Rosalind in a more coming-on disposition, and ask 
me what you will, I will grant it. 

Orl. Thenlove me, Rosalind. 

Ros. Yes, faith willl; Fridays, and Saturdays, and all. 

Orl. And wilt thou have me? 

Ros. Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl. What say’st thou? 

Ros. Are you not good? 

Orl. LIhope so. 

Ros. Why, then, can one desire too much of a good thing? 
— Come, sister, you shall be the priest, and marry us. — Give 
me your hand, Orlando. — What do you say, sister? 

Orl. Pray thee, marry us, 
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Cel. cannot say the words. 
fios. You must begin, — ‘Will you, Orlando,” — 


Cel. Goto. — Will you, Orlando, have to wife this Rosalind? 
Orl. Iwill. 


ftos. Ay, but when? 

Orl. Why now; as fast as she can marry us. 

fios. Then you must say, —*‘I take thee, Rosalind, for wife.” 

Orl. take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 

fios. Imight ask you for your commission; but, —I do take 
thee, Orlando, for my husband: — there ’s a girl, goes before 


the priest; and, certainly, a woman’s thought runs before her 
actions. 


Orl. So do all thoughts: they are winged. 


fos. Now tell me, how long you would have her, after you 
have possessed her? 


Ori. Forever, anda day. 

fios. Say aday, without the ever. +No, no, Orlando: men 
are April when they woo, December when they wed: maids are 
May when they are maids, but the sky changes when they are 
wives. IJ will be more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon 
over his hen; more clamorous than a parrot against rain; more 
new-fangled than an ape; more giddy in my desires than a monkey : 
I will weep for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and I will do 


that when you are disposed to be merry; I will laugh like a hyen, 
and that when thou art inclined to sleep 


Orl. But will my Rosalind do so? 

ftos. By my life, she will do as I do. 

Orl. QO! but she is wise. 

fos. Or else she could not have the wit to do this: the wiser, 
the waywarder. Make the doors upon a woman’s wit, and it will 
out at the casement; shut that, and ’t will out at the key-hole; 
Stop that, ’t will fly with the smoke out at the chimney. 

Orl. A man that had a wife with such a wit, he might say, — 
“Wit, whither wilt?” 

fios.. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till you met your 
wife’s wit going to your neighbour’s bed. 

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excuse that? 
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Ros. Marry, to say, — she came to seek you there. You shall 
never take her without her answer, unless you take her without her 
tongue. O! that woman that cannot make her fault her husband’s 
occasion, let her never nurse her child herself, for she will breed 
it like a fool. 

Orl. For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave thee. 

Ros. Alas, dear love! I cannot lack thee two hours. 

Orl. Umust attend the duke at dinner: by two o’clock I will 
be with thee again. 

Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways. — I knew what you 
would prove; my friends told me as much, and I thought no less: 
— that flattering tongue of yours won me: — ’t is but one cast 
away, andso, — come, death! — Two o’clock is your hour? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

Ros. By my troth, and in good earnest, and so God mend me, 
and by all pretty oaths that are not dangerous, if you break one 
jot of your promise, or come one minute behind your hour, I will 
think you the most pathetical break-promise, and the most hollow 
lover, and the most unworthy of her you call Rosalind, that may 
be chosen out of the gross band of the unfaithful.. Therefore, be- 
ware my censure, and keep your promise. 

Orl. With no less religion, than ifthou wert indeed my Rosa- 
lind: so, adieu. 

Ros. Well, time is the old justice that examines all such 
offenders, and let time try. Adieu! [ Exit ORLANDO. 

Cel. You have simply misused our sex in your love-prate. We 
must haye your doublet and hose plucked over your head, and 
show the world what the bird hath done to her own nest. 

Ros. O! coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thou didst 
know how many fathom deep I am in love: But it cannot be 
sounded: my affection hath an unknown bottom, like the bay of 
Portugal. 

Cel. Orrather, bottomless; that as fast as you pour affection 
in, itruns out. 

Ros. No; that same wicked bastard of Venus, that was hegot 
of thought, conceived of spleen, and born of madness; that blind 
rascally boy, that abuses every one’s eyes, because his own are 
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if out, let him be judge how deep I am in Jove. — Ill thee, Aliena, | 
bi I cannot be out of the sight of Orlando. IIl go find a shadow, and 
sigh till he come. 

Cel. AndI’llsleep. [Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. 
Another part of the Forest. 


—— 


Enter Jagues and Lords, like Foresters. 
nt: Jaq. Which is he that killed the deer? 
Ye 1 Lord. Sir, it was I. 

be Jaq. Let’s present him to the duke, like a Roman conqueror; 
and it would do well to set the deer’s horns upon his head fora 
branch of victory. —- Haye you no song, forester, for this 
purpose? 

2 Lord. Yes, Sir. 

Jaq. Sing it: ’t is no matter how it be in tune, so it make 
noise enough. 


SONG. 
{ What shall he have, that kill’d the deer? 
i His leather skin, and horns to wear. 
Take thou no scorn, to wear the horn; 
HA at It was a crest ere thou wast born. eae 
ee | Thy father’s father wore tt, lapse ieee “isan 
And thy father bore it: shall bear this 
The horn, the horn, the lusty horn, burden.] 
Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
The Forest. 
eet: | Enter Rosautnp and CELIA. 
Hig} Ros. How say younow? Is it not past two o'clock? 
¥ And here much Orlando! j 
f Cel. Twarrantyou, with pure love, and troubled brain, 

He hath ta’en his bow and arrows, and is gone forth — 
To sleep. Look, who comes here. 
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Enter SiLvvus. 


Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth. — 
My gentle Phebe did bid me give you this : [Giving a letter. 
I know not the contents; but as I guess, 
By the stern brow, and waspish action, 
‘Which she did use as she was writing of it, 
It bears anangry tenour. Pardon me, 
Iam but as a guiltless messenger. 
Ros. Patience herself would startle at this letter, 
And play the swaggerer: bear this , bear all. 
She says, Iam not fair; that I lack manners ; 
She calls me proud, and that she could not love me, 
Were manas rare as Phenix. Od’s my will! 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt: 
Why writes she so to me? — Well, shepherd, well; 
This is a letter of your own device. 
Sil. No, I protest; I know not the contents: 
Phebe did write it. 
Ros. Come, come, you area fool, 
And turn’d into the extremity of love. 
I saw her hand: she has a leathern hand, 
A freestone-colour’d hand: I verily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but 't was her hands: 
She has a housewife’s hand; but that ’s no matter. 
I say, she never did invent this letter ; 
This is a man’s invention, and his hand. 
Sil. Sure, it is hers. 
Ros. Why, ’tis a boisterous and a cruel style, 
A style for challengers: why, she defies me, 
Like Turk to Christian. “Woman’s gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect 
Than in their countenance. — Will you hear the letter? 
Sil. So please you; for I never heard it yet, 
Yet heard too much of Phebe’s cruelty. 
Ros. She Phebes me. Mark how the tyrant writes, 
AOL 
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‘* Art thou god to shepherd turn’d, 
That a maiden’s heart hath burn’d?” — 
Can a woman rail thus? 
| Sil, Call you this railing? 
i Ros. ‘*Why, thy godhead laid apart , 
Warr’st thou with a woman’s heart?” 
Did you ever hear such railing? — 
a BY, ‘“Whiles the eye of man did woo me, 
ae That could do no vengeanceto me.” — 
Meaning me a beast. — 


“*If the scorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raise such love in mine, 
Alack! in me what strange effect 
Would they work in mild aspect? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love; 
How then might your prayers move? 
He that brings this love to thee, 
Little knows this love in me: 
And by him seal up thy mind; 
Whether that thy youth and kind 
Will the faithful offer take 
Of me, and all that I can make; 
Or else by him my love deny, 
And then I'll study how to die.” 
Sil. Call you this chiding? | 
Cel. Alas, poor shepherd! . 
fios. Do you pity him? no; ne aeserves no pity. — Wilt thou 
Jove such a woman? — What, to make thee an instrument, and 
play false strains upon thee? not to be endured! — Well, go your 
way to her, (for I see, love hath made thee a tame snake, ) and say 
this to her: — that if she love me, I charge her to love thee; if she 
will not, Iwill never have her, unless thou entreat for her. —If you 
be a true lover, hence, and not a word, for here comes more com- 
| pany. [Exit SILYIUS. 
| Enter Oniver. 
Oli. Good morrow, fair ones. Pray you, if you know, 


492 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


Where in the purlieus of this forest stands 
A sheep-cote, fenc’d about with olive-trees? 


Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour bottom : 


The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream, 
Left on your right hand, brings you to the place. 
But at this hour the house doth keep itself; 
There ’s none within. 
Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then should I know you by description ; 
Such garments, and such years: — ‘‘ The boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and bestows himself 
Like a ripe sister: the woman low, 
And browner than her brother.” Are not you 
The owner of the house I did inquire for? 
Cel. Itisno boast, being ask’d, tosay, we are. 
Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both: 
And to that youth, he calls his Rosalind, 
He sends this bloody napkin. Are you he? 
Ros. Tam. What must we understand by this? 
Oli. Some of my shame; if you will know of me 
What manI am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was stain’d. 
Cel. I pray you, tell it. 
Oli. When last the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a promise to return again 
Within an hour; and, pacing through the forest, 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befel! he threw his eye aside, 
And, mark, what object did present itself! 
Under an old oak, whose boughs were moss’d with age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretched ragged man, o’ergrown with hair, 
Lay sleeping on his back: about his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreath’d itself; 
Who with her head, nimble in threats , approach’d 
The opening of his mouth; but suddenly, 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself, 
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And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush; under which bush’s shade 
A lioness , with udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching, head on ground, with catlike watch, 
When that the sleeping man should stir; for ’t is 
The royal disposition of that beast, 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead. 
This seen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 
Cel. O! Lhave heard him speak of that same brother; 
And he did render him the most unnatural 
That liv’d ’mongst men. 
Oli. And well he might so do, 
For well I know he was unnatural. 
Ros. But, to Orlando. — Did he leave him there, 
Food to the suck’d and hungry lioness? 
Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos’d so; 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion, 
Made him give battle to the lioness, 
Who quickly fell before him: in which hurtling 
From miserable slumber I awak’d. 
Cel. Are yowhis brother? 
Ros. Was it you he rescu’d? 
Cel. Was ’t you that did so oft contrive to kill him? 
Oli. ’Twasl; but’tis notI. Ido not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 
Ros. But, for the bloody napkin? 
Oli. By and by. 
When from the first to last, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath’d, 
As, how I came into that desert place ; — 
In brief, he led me to the gentle duke, 
Who gave me fresh array, and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brother’s love: 
Who led me instantly unto his caye, 
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There stripp’d himself; and here, upon his arm, 
The lioness had torn some flesh away, 
Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted , 
And cried in fainting upon Rosalind. 
Brief, I recover'd him, bound up his wound; 
And, after some small space, being strong at heart, 
He sent me hither, stranger aslam, 
To tell this story, that you might excuse 
His broken promise; and to give this napkin, 
Dyed in his blood, unto the shepherd youth 
That be in sport doth call his Rosalind. 
Cel. Why, hownow, Ganymede? sweet Ganymede! 
[ROSALIND swoons. 

Oli. Many will swoon when they do look on blood. 

Cel. There is more in it. — Cousin! — Ganymede! 

Oli. Wook, he recovers. 

Ros. Iwould I were at home. 

Cel. We ’li lead you thither. —- 

I pray you, will you take him by the arm 4 

Oli. Be of good cheer, youth. — Youa man? You lack 
A man’s heart. 

Ros. Ldoso, Iconfessit. Ah, sirrah! a body would think 
this was well counterfeited. I pray you, tell your brother how 
well I counterfeited. — Heigh ho! — 

Oli. This was not counterfeit: there is too great testimony in 
your complexion, that it was a passion of earnest. 

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

Oli. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to be 
aman. 

Ros. Sol1do; but, i’faith, Ishould have been a woman by 
right. 

Cel. Come; you look paler and paler: pray you, draw home- 
wards , — Good Sir, go with us. 

Oli. That willl, for I must bear answer back, 

How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros. Ishall devise something. But, I pray you, commend 

my counterfeiting to him, — Will you go? [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
The Forest of Arden. 


Enter Toucustone and AUDREY. 

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey: patience, gentle 
Audrey. 

Aud. ’¥aith, the priest was good enough, for all the old gen- 
tleman’s saying. 

Touch. A most wicked sir Oliver, Audrey; a most vile Mar- 
text. But, Audrey; there is a youth here in the forest lays claim 
to you. 

Aud. Ay, I know who ’tis: he hath no interest in me in the 
world. Here comes the man you mean. 


Enter WiLLIAM. 


Touch, It.is meat and drink to me to see a clown. By my 
troth, we that have good wits have much to answer for: we shall 
be flouting; we cannot hold. 

Will. Good even, Audrey. 

Aud. God ye good even, William. 

Will. And good eyen to you, Sir. 

Touch. Geod even, gentle friend. Cover thy head, cover 
thy head. nay, pr’ythee, be covered. How old are you, friend? 

Will. Five and twenty, Sir. 

Touch. Aripeage. Is thy name William? 

Will. William, Sir. 

Touch. Afairname. Wast borni’ the forest here? 

Will. Ay, Sir, Ithank God. 

Touch. Thank God; —agood answer. Artrich? 

Will. ’Faith, Sir, so, so. 

Touch. So, so, is good, very good, very excellent good: — 
and yet itis not; itis butsoso. Art thou wise? 

Will. Ay, Sir, Ihave a pretty wit. 

Louch. Why, thou say’st well. I do now remember a say- 
ing; ‘The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise man knows 
himself to be a fool.” The heathen philosopher, when he had a 
desire to eat a grape, would open his lips when he put it into his 
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mouth, meaning thereby, that grapes were made to eat, and lips 
toopen. You do love this maid? 
Will. Ido, Sir. 
Touch. Give me yourhand. Art thou learned? 
Will. No, Sir. 
Touch. Then learn this ofme. To have, is to lave; for itis 
a figure in rhetoric, that drink, being poured out of a cup intoa 
glass, by filling the one doth empty the other; for all your writers 
do consent, that ipseishe: now, you are not zpse, for I am he. 
Will. Whichhe, Sir? 
Touch. He, Sir, that must marry this woman. Therefore, 
you clown, abandon, — which is in the vulgar, leave, — the 
society , — which in the boorish is, company, — of this female, 
— which in the common is, — woman; which together is, 
abandon the society of this female, or, clown thou perishest; or, 
to thy better understanding, diest; or, to wit, kill thee, make 
thee away, translate thy life into death, thy liberty into bondage. 
I will deal in poison with thee, orin bastinado, or in steel: I will 
bandy with thee in faction; I will o’errun thee with policy; I will 


Kill thee a hundred and fifty ways: therefore tremble, and depart. 
Aud. Do, good William. 


Will, God rest you merry, Sir. [ Hatt. 


Enter Corin. 
Cor. Our master and mistress seek you: come, away, away! 
Louch. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey. — Iattend, I attend. 


[Exeunt. 
SCENE II. 
The Same. 
Enter ORLANDO and OLIVER. 

Orl. Is’t possible, that on so little acquaintance you should 
like her? that, but seeing, you should love her; and, loving, woo; 
and, wooing, she should grant? and will you perseyer to enjoy her? 

Oli. Neither call the giddiness of it in question, the poverty 
of her, the small acquaintance, my sudden wooing, nor her 
sudden consenting; but say with me, I love Aliena; say with her, 
that she loves me; consent with both, that we may enjoy each 
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BL | other: it shall be to your good; for my father’s house, and all the 
revenue that was old Sir Rowland’s, willI estate upon you, and 
| here live and die a shepherd. 
Orl.. You have my consent. 
ma Let your wedding be to-morrow: thither will I 
Invite the duke, and all’s contented followers. 


ik 2 Enter RosaLinD. 


Go you, and prepare Aliena; for, look you, 
Here comes my Rosalind. 

Ros. God save you, brother. 

Oli..: And you, fair sister. [ Fait. 

Ros. ©! my dear Orlando, how it grieyes me to see thee wear 
thy heart in a scarf. 

Orl. Itis my arm. 

Ros. thought thy heart had been wounded with the claws of 
a lion. 

Orl. Wounded itis, but with the eyes ofa lady. 

Ros. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited to swoon, 
when he showed me your handkerchief? 

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. O! Iknow where you are. — Nay, tis true: there was 
neyer any thing so sudden, but the fight of two rams, and Cesar’s 
thrasonical brag of — ‘‘I came, saw,” and ‘‘oyercame:” for 
your brother and my sister no sooner met, but they looked; 
no sooner looked, but they loved; no sooner loved, but they 
sighed; no sooner sighed, but they asked one another the reason; 
no sooner knew the reason, but they sought the remedy: and in 
these degrees have they made a pair of stairs to marriage, which 
they will climb incontinent, or else be incontinent before marriage. 
They are in the very wrath of love, and they will together: clubs 
cannot part them. 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow, and I will bid the 
duke to the nuptial. But, O! how bitter a thing it is to look into 
happiness through another man’s eyes! By so much the more 
shall I to-morrow be at the height of heart-heayiness, by how 
much I shall think my brother happy in having what he wishes for. 
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Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your turn for 
Rosalind? 

Orl. Icanlive no longer by thinking. 

Ros. I will weary you, then, no longer with idle talking. 
Know of me, then, (for now I speak to some purpose,) that I 
know you are a gentleman of good conceit. I-speak not this, that 
you should bear a good opinion of my knowledge, insomuch, I 
say, I know you are; neither do I labour for a greater esteem than 
may in some little measure draw a belief from you, to do yourself 
good, and not to grace me. Believe then, if you please, that I 
can do strange things. I have, since I was three years old, con- 
versed with a magician, most profound in his art, and yet not 
damnable. If you do love Rosalind so near the heart as your 
gesture cries it out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall you 
marry her. I know into what straits of fortune she is driven; and 
it is not impossible to me, if it appear not inconvenient to you, to 
set her before your eyes to-morrow, human as sheis, and without 
any danger. 

Orl. Speak’st thou in sober meanings ? 

Ros. By my life, Ido; whichI tender dearly, though I say 
I am a magician. Therefore, put you in your best array, bid 
your friends, for if you will be married to-morrow, you shall, 
and to Rosalind, if you will. 


Enter Sitvius and PHEBE. 


Look; here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers. 
Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentleness, 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 
Ros. Ivarenot, ifIhave: itis my study 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you. 
You are there follow’d by a faithful shepherd: 
Look upon him, love him; he worships you. 
Phe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what ’tis to love. 
Sil. Itis to be all made of sighs and tears; 
And so am I for Phebe. 
Phe. AndI for Ganymede. 
Orl. And I for Rosalind. 
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Ros. And I for no woman. 
Sil. It is to be all made of faith and service; 
And so am I for Phebe. 
Phe. And1 for Ganymede. 
Orl. And I for Rosalind. 
Ros... AndI for no woman, 
Sil, Itis to be all made of fantasy, 
All made of passion, and all made of wishes; 
All adoration, duty and observance; 
Allhumbleness, all patience, and impatience; 
All purity, all trial, all observance; 
And so am I for Phebe. 
Phe. Andsoam I for Ganymede. 
Orl.. And so am.I for Rosalind. 
Ros. And so am I for no woman. 
Phe. (fthisbeso, why blame you me to love you? 
{Zo ROSALIND. 
Stl. Ifthis beso, why blame you me to love you? 
[To PHEBE. 
Orl. Ifthisbeso, why blame you me to love you? 
Ros. Why do you speak, too, ‘‘why blame you me to love 
you?” 
Orl. Toher, thatis not here, nor doth not hear. 
fios. Pray you, no more of this: ’t is like the howling of Irish 
wolves against the moon. — I will help you, [Zo Su.vrus] if I 
can: — I would love you, [7o Purse] if I could. — To-morrow 
meet me all together. — I will marry you, [Zo Purser] if ever I 
marry woman, and I ’Il be married to-morrow: — I will satisfy 
you, [Zo OnLANDo] if ever I satisfied man, and you shall be mar- 
ried to-morrow : — I will content you, [Zo Sizvrus] if what pleases 
you contents you, and you shall be married to-morrow. — As you 
[7'o ORLANDO] love Rosalind, meet; — as you [Zo Sitvius] love 
Phebe, meet; and as I love no woman, I ’ll meet. — So, fare 
you well: Ihave left you commands. 
Sil. I'll not fail, if liye. 
Phe. Nor I. 
Orl. Nor I. [Haeunt. 
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SCENE III. 
The Same. 


Enter ToucustToneE and AupDREY. 
Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey: to-morrow 
will we be married. 
Aud. 1do desire it with all my heart, and I hope it is no dis- 
honest desire, to desire tobe a woman of the world. Here come 
two of the banished duke’s pages. 


Enter two Pages. 

I-Page. Well met, honest gentleman. 

Touch. By my troth, well met. Come, sit; sit, and a song. 

2 Page. Weare for you: siti’ the middle. 

1 Page. Shall we clapinto ’t roundly, without hawking, or 
spitting, or saying we are hoarse, which are the only prologues to 
a bad voice? 

2 Page. YI faith, i’ faith; and both in a tune, like two gypsies 
on a horse. 

SONG 


It was alover, and his lass , 

With a hey, andaho, anda hey nonino, 
That o’er the green cornfield did pass 

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time 
When birds do sing , hey ding a ding, ding; 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 
Between the acres of the rye, 

Withahey, andaho, anda hey nonino 
These pretty country folks would lie , 

In spring time, ¢-c. 
This carol they began that hour, 

With ahey, andaho, and a hey nonino, 
How that a life was but a flower 

In spring time, 4-e. 


And therefore take the present time , 
With ahey, andaho, and a hey nonino, 
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Oo 


Tee For love zs crowned with the prime 
bea , In spring time, &c. 
| Touch, Truly, young gentlemen, though there was no great 
if) matter in the ditty, yet the note was very untuneable. 
1 Page. You are deceived, Sir: we kept time; we lost not 
our time. 
Touch. By my troth, yes; I count it but time lost to hear 

By such a foolish song. God be wi’ you; and God mend your voices. 

1 PR Come, Audrey. [Eaxeunt. 


SCENE IV. 
Another Part of the Forest. 


Enter Duxe Senior, AmiENs, JaguEs, ORLANDO, OLIVER, 
and CELIA. 
Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised? 
Orl. Isometimes do believe, and sometimes do not, 
As those that fear they hope, and know they fear. 


Enter Rosauinp, Srzyius, and Purse. 
Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact is urg’d. — 
[To the Duxe.] You say, if 1 bring in your Rosalind , 
You will bestow her on Orlando here? 
Duke S. That wouldI, had I kingdoms to give with her. 
fios. [Yo Onuanpo.] And you say, you will have her, when 
I bring her? 
Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 
fos. [Yo Puxsx.] You say, you’ll marry me, if be willing? 
Phe. That willl, should I die the hour after. 
fios. But if you do refuse te marry me, 
You ’ll give yourself to this most faithful shepherd? 
Phe. So is the bargain. 
ftos. [Yo Sizyrus.] Yousay, that you Il have Phebe, if she 
will? 
Sil. Though to have her and death were both one thing. 
fios. Ihave promis’d to make all this matter even. 
Keep you your word, O duke! to give your daughter; — 
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You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter: — 
Keep you your word, Phebe, that you "]l marry me; 
Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd: — 
Keep your word, Silvius, that you "}l marry her, 
If she refuse me: — and from hence I go, 
To make these doubts all even. [Exeunt RosainD and CELIA. 
Duke S. do remember in this shepherd-boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter’s favour. 
Orl. My lord, the first time that I ever saw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter: 
But, my good lord, this boy is forest-born, 
And hath been tutor’d in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle, 
Whom he reports to be a great magician, 
Obscured in the circle of this forest. ; 


Enter Toucusrone and AUDREY. 


Jaq. Thereis, sure, another flood toward, and these couples 
are coming to the ark. Here comes a pair of very strange beasts, 
which in all tongues are called fools. 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all. 

Jag. Good my lord, bid him welcome. This is the motley- 
minded gentleman, that 1 have so often met in the forest: he hath 
been a courtier, he swears. 

Touch. If any man doubt that, Jet him put me to my purga- 
tion. Ihave trod a measure; I have flattered a lady; I have been 
politic with my friend, smooth with mine enemy; I have undone 
three tailors; I have had four quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

Jaq. Aud how was that ta’en up? 

Touch. ’Faith, we met, and found the quarrel was upon the 
seventh cause. . 

Jaq. How seventh cause? — Good my lord, like this fellow. 

Duke S. like him very well. 

Touch. God’ild you, Sir; I desire you of the like. I press 
in here, Sir, amongst the rest of the country copulatives, to 
swear, and to forswear, according as marriage binds, and blood 
breaks. — A poor virgin, Sir, an ill-fayoured thing, Sir, but 
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mine own: a poor humour of mine, Sir, to take that that no man 
else will. Rich honesty dwells like a miser, Sir, ina poor-house, 
as your pearl in your foul oyster. 


Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and sententious. 
Youch; According to the fool’s bolt, Sir, and such dulcet 
diseases. 


Jaq. But, for the seventh cause; how did you find the quarrel 
on the seventh cause? ) 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed. — Bear your body 
more seeming , Audrey. — As thus, Sir. I did dislike the cut of 
a certain courtier’s beard: he sent me word, if I said his beard 
was not cut well, he was in the mind it was: this is called the 
“retort courteous.” If I sent him word again, it was not well cut, 
he would send me word, he cut it to please himself: this is called 
the ‘‘quip modest.” If again, it was not well cut, he disabled 
my judgment: this is called the ‘‘reply churlish.” If again, it 
was not well cut, he would answer, I spake not true: this is 
called the ‘‘reproof valiant.” If again, it was not well cut, he 
would say, Tlie: this is called the ‘“‘ countercheck quarrelsome:” 
and so to the ‘‘lie circumstantial, and the lie direct.” 

Jaq. And how oft did you say, his beard was not well cut? 

Touch. I durst go no farther than the “Jie circumstantial ,” 
nor he durst not give me the ‘‘lie direct;” and so we measured 
swords, and parted. 

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the lie? 

Touch. O Sir, we quarrel in print, by the book, as you have 
books for good manners: I will name you the degrees. The first, 
the retort courteous; the second, the quip modest; the third, 
the reply churlish; the fourth, the reproof valiant; the fifth, the 
countercheck quarrelsome; the sixth, the lie, with circumstance; 
the seventh, the lie direct. All these you may avoid, but the lie 
direct; and you may ayoid that too, with an if. I Knew when 
Seven justices could not take up .a quarrel; but when the parties 
were met themselyes, one of them thought but of an 7f, asdfyou 
said so, then I said so; and they shook hands and swore brothers. 
Your ¢fis the only peace-maker; much virtue in if. 
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Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he’s as good at any 


thing, and yet a fool. 


Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, and unde 
the presentation of that, he shoots his wit. 


Enter Hymen, leading RosaLinp in woman's clothes ; and CELIA. 


Hym. 


Phe. 


Then is there mirth in heaven, 
When earthly things made even 
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Still Music. 


Atone together. 


Good duke, receive thy daughter, 
Hymen from heaven brought her ; 
Yea, brought her hither, 

That thou might’st join her hand with his, 
Whose heart within her bosom ts. 

Ros. [To DuxE S.] To youl give myself, for lam yours. 
[To ORLANDO.] To you I give myself, for Iam yours. 

Duke S. Uf there be truth in sight, you are my daughter. 

Orl. If there be truth in sight, you are my Rosalind. 


If sight and shape be true, 


Why then, my love adieu! 
Ros. [To DuKE S.] I Ihave no father, if you be not he: — 
[To OrntANDO.] I'll have no husband, if you be not he: — 
{To PuxBE.] Nor ne’er wed woman, if you be not she. 
Hym. 


Peace, ho! 


I bar confusion. 
’T is I must make conclusion 

Of these most strange events : 
Here ’s eight that must take hands, 


To join in Hymen’s bands, 


If truth holds true contents. 
[To ORLANDO and RosaLinD.] You and you no cross 
shall part: 

[To Oxiver and CxitA.] You and you are heart in 
heart: 

[To Pursx.] You to his love must accord, 
Or haye a woman to your lord: 
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Ager [To Toucusrone and Avprey.] You and you are : 
B Lain sure together, 
As the winter to foul weather, 
Tis | Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing, 
iH Feed yourselves with questioning, 
That reason wonder may diminish, 
How thus we met, and these things finish. 
es SONG. 
es Wedding is great Juno’s crown: 
0, blessed bond of board and bed! 
"Lis Hymen peoples every town; 
High wedlock, then, be honoured: 
Honour, high honour, and renown , 
Lo Hymen, god of every town! 
Duke 8. O, my dear niece! welcome thou art to me: 
Eyen daughter, welcome in no less degree. 
Phe. [To Strvrus.] I will not eat my word, now thou art 
mine; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 


Enter Second Brother. 

2 Bro. Let me haye audience for a word or two, 
T am the second son of old Sir Rowland : 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly. — 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest, 
Address’d a mighty power, which were on foot 
In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the sword. 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came, 
Where, meeting with an old religious man ; 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world; 
His crown bequeathing to his banish’d brother, 
And all their lands restor’d to him again, 
That were with him exil’d. This to be true, 
Ido engage my life. 
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Duke S. Welcome, young man; 
Thou offer’st fairly to thy brothers’ wedding : 
To one, his lands withheld; and to the other, 
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
First, in this forest, let us do those ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot; 
And after, every of this happy number, 
That have endur’d shrewd days and nights with us, 
Shall share the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the measure of their states. 
Meantime, forget this new-fall’n dignity, 
And fall into our rustic revelry. — 
Play, music! and you brides and bridegrooms all, 
With measure heap’d in joy, to the measures fall. 
Jaq. Sir, by your patience. — Ift heard you rightly, 
The duke hath put on a religious life, 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court? 
2 Bro. He hath. 
Jaq. Tohim willl: out of these conyertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn’d. — 
You [7o Duke S.] to your former honour I bequeath; 
Your patience, and your virtue, well deserve it : — 
You [7o OrnLanvdo] toa love, that your true faith doth merit: — 
— You [To O1ivER] to your land, and love, and great allies; — 
You [Zo Sirvrus} to a long and well deserved bed : — 
And you [70 ToucusToNE] to wrangling; for thy loving voyage 
Is but for two months yictuall’d. — So, to your pleasures: 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 
Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay. 
Jaq. Toseeno pastime, I: — what you would have, 
I'll stay to know at your abandon’d cave. . [Eat 
Duke S. Proceed, proceed: we will begin these rites , 
As we do trust they “Il end in true delights. 


EPILOGUE. 


Ros. It is not the fashion to see the lady the epilogue; but it 
is no more unhandsome, than to see the lord the prologue. If it 
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be true, that good wine needs no bush, ’t is true that a good play 
needs no epilogue; yet to good Wine they do use good bushes, and 
good plays prove the better by the help of good epilogues. What 
| ae acaseamJin, then, that am neither a good epilogue, nor cannot 

= insinuate with you in the behalf of a good play? Iam not furnished 
like a beggar, therefore to beg will not become me: my way is, 
to conjure you; andI’ll begin with the women. I charge you, O 
women! for the loye you bear to men, to like as much of this play 
as please you: andI charge you, O men! for the love you bear to 
women, (as I perceive by your simpering none of you hates them, ) 
that between you and the women, the play may please. IfI were 
Mish: a woman, I would kiss as many of you as had beards that pleased 
Hi ) me, complexions that liked me, and Breaths that I defied not; 
Matt) . and, Tam sure, as many as have good beards, or good faces, or 
Oe sweet breaths, will, for my kind offer, when I make curtsey, bid | 
Re me farewell. [Exeunt. 
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